Google 



This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 

to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 

to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 

are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other maiginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 

publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing tliis resource, we liave taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 
We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain fivm automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attributionTht GoogXt "watermark" you see on each file is essential for in forming people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liabili^ can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 

at |http: //books .google .com/I 



\ ^ A^^WnAA'V^ ^^AA.>^^^^^^ 






!) 



^y^ 






/ 



t -•' 






^^V'^l 



M 



I .1 
t 






\ ^ nvwnaA'v^ 1^A/S?^\A^N^ 



• 






I 



n^ 



I 






/ 



/ 



/ 







"4 M, 






i t \(X-A\V\'«^<K\K 




t • 



'r 



1 






t • 



I 



«*M. 




M.. 



t P 



% 



THE 



/•y-y 



' )ot 



V 



//. 



Vt' / 



^, 






t i. 



t. • 



[ 



V 



\. ■ . I • ♦ • 



THE 5. 



>K CU- 



CROFTON BOYS; 



A TALE 



(rt> / 

HARRIET MARTINEAU. 

AUTKOB 07 " PEASANT AND PRIllcE,*' " FEATS ON THE FIORD,** ITQ 






- • - - 

_ ^ w * <* 



■« . A a rf ' ' 



^ ^ 






^ ^ J 







NEW-YORK : 

I). APPLETON <& CO., 200 BROADWAY. 

M.DOCO.LII. 
CvO 



THE NEW YORK 

PUBLIC LIBRARY 



:"Cm,T£^oV 



TILDEN FOUNDATIOWa 
R 1932 L 






• • • • 



f t f' 



• * • • * ... 

-• ••* .. .* 






- • • . • * • 






• • • • » r 



CONTENTS. 



CHAPTER L 

Paf». 
All the Proctors but Phil 7 

CHAPTER n. 
Why Mr. Tooke came 23 

CHAPTER ra. 
MichaeUnas Day come 29 ' 

CHAPTER rV. 

Michaelmas Day over ^ 40 

CHAPTER V. 
Crofton Play 51 

CHAPTER VI. 

First Aamble 64 

CHAPTER Vn. 

Wliat is only to be had at Home , 85 

CHAPTER VIH. 

A Long Day 96 

CHAPTER IX. 
||^ Crofton Quiet 109 

#A CHAPTER X. 

^ LitUe Victories 121 

oo 



COf^ 



6 CONTENTS. 

Pan. 
CHAPTER XI. 

Domestic Maimers 133 

CHAPTER Xn. 
Holt and his Dignity 141 

CHAPTER Xm. 
Tripping 151 

CHAPTER XIV. 
Holt and his Help , 168 

CHAPTER XV. 
Conclusion • 174 



PREFACE. 



My grown-up readers will recognise a fact 
in the principal incident of this story. It will 
recall to their minds the domestic hero of 
whom the same adventure is told in the Life 
of Scott. My young readers may perhaps be 
pleased, when they grow up to read Scott's 
Life, to find that there was really a boy who 
did and bore what is here told. They may 
also discover hereafter that the same circum- 
stance and conduct have occurred more than 
once in real life. 

H. M. 

Trmuovm, Northumberlandf 
November, 1841. 
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CROFTON BOYS 



CHAPTER I. 

ALIi THE PROCTORS BUT PHIL. 

Mr. Proctor, the chemist and druggist, kept his 
shop, and lived in the Strand, London. His children 
thought that there was never anything pleasanter 
«than the way they lived. Their house was warm in 
winter, and such a little distance from the church, that 
they had no difficulty in getting to church and back 
again, in the worst weather, before their shoes were 
wet. They were also conveniently near to Covent 
o^arden market ; so that, if any friend dropped in to 
dinner unexpectedly, Jane and Agnes could be off to 
the market, and buy a fowl, or some vegetables or fruit, 
and be back again before they were missed. It was 
not even too far for little Harry to trot with one of his 
sisters, early on a summer's morning, to spend his 
penny (when he happened to have one) on a bunch 
of flowers, to lay on papa's plate, to surprise him 
when he came in to breakfast. — Not much further off 
was the Temple Garden, where Mrs. Proctor took 
her. children every fine summer evening, to walk, and 
breathe the air from the river; and when Mr. Proctor 
could find time to come to them for a turn or two be- 
fore the younger ones must go home to bed, it seemed 
to the whole party the happiest and most beautiful 
place in the whole world, — except one. They had 
once been to Broadstairs, when the children were in 
pdor health after the measles : and for ever after, when 



30 THE CROrTON BOTS. 

they thought of the waves beating on the shore and 
of the pleasures of growmg strong and well among 
the seabreezes, they felt that there might be places 
more delightful than the Temple Gardens- btft they 
were still veiy proud and fond of the grass and trees, 
and the gravel walks, and the view over the Thames, 
and were pleased to show off the garden to all friends 
from the coimtry who came to visit them. 

The greatest privilege of all, however, was that they 
could see the river without going out of their own 
house. There were three back windows to the house, 
one above another ; and from the two uppermost of 
these windows there was what the children called a 
view of the Thames. There was a gap of a few yards 
wide between two high brick houses ; and through 
this gap might be seen the broad river, with vessels 
of every kind passing up and down. Outside the 
second window were some leads, affording space for 
three or four chairs : and here it was that Jane and 
Agnes liked to sit at work, on certain hours of fine 
days. There were times when these leads Were too 
hot, the heat of the sun being reflected from the sur- 
rounding brick walls ; but at an earlier hour, before 
the shadows were gone, and when the air blew in 
from the river, the place was cool, and t^e little girls 
delighted to cany their stools to the leads, and do their 
sewing there. There Philip would condescend to 
spend a part of his mornings, in his Midsummer holy- 
days, frightening his sisters with climbing about in 
dangerous places, or amusing them with stories of 
school-pranks, or raising his younger brother Hugh's 
envy of the boys who were so happy as to be old 
enough to go to school at Mr. Tooke's at Crofton. 

The girls had no peace from their brothers climb- 
ing about in dangerous places. Hugh was, if possi- 
ble, worse than Philip for this. He imitated all 
Philip's feats, and had some of his own besides. In 
answer to Jane's lectures and the entreaties of Agnes, 
Hugh always declared that he had a right to do such 



ALL THE FROCTOKi BUT FUIL. 11 

things, as he meant to be a soldier or a sailor ; and how 
should he be able to climb the mast of a ship, or the 
walls of a city, if he did not begin to practise now ? 
Agnes was almost sorry they had been to Broadstairs, 
and could see ships in the Thames, when she con- 
sidered that, if Hugh had not seen so much of the 
world, he might have been satisfied to be apprenticed 
to his father, when old enough, and to have lived at 
home happily with his family. Jdne advised Agnes 
not to argue with Hugh, and then perhaps his wish to 
rove about the world might go off. She had heard 
her father say that, when he was a boy, and used to 
bring home news of victories, and help to put up 
candles at the windows on illumination nights, he had 
a great fancy for being a soldier ; but that it was his 
fortune to see some soldiers from Spain, and hear 
from them what war really was, just when peace 
came, and when there was no more glory to be got*; 
so that he had happily settled down to be a London 
shop-keeper, — a lot which he would not exchange 
with that of any man living. Hugh was very like 
papa, Jane added ; and the same change might take 
place in his mind, if he was not made perverse by 
argument. So Agnes only sighed, and bent her head 
closer over her work, as she heard Hugh talk of the 
adventures he meant to have when he should be old 
enough to get away from Old England. 

There was one person that laughed at Hugh for 
this fancy of his ; — Miss Harold, the daily governess, 
who came to keep school for three hours every morn- 
ing. When Hugh forgot his lesson, and sat staring 
at the upper panes of me window, in a revery about 
his future travels ; or when he was found to have been 
drawing a soldier on his slate instead of doing his sum, 
Miss Harold reminded him what a pretty figure a 
soldier would cut who knew no geography, or a sailor 
who could not make his reckonings, for want of at- 
tending early to his arithmetic. Hugh could not deny 
thjB ; but he i^as always wishing mat school-hours 
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were over, that he might get under the great dining 
table to read Robinson Crusoe, or might play at ship- 
wreck, under pretence of amusing little Harry. It 
did pnake him ashamed to see how his sisters got on, 
from the mere pleasure of learning, and without any 
idea of even living anywherie but in London ; while 
he, who seamed to have so much more reason for 
wanting the very knowledge that they were obtaining, 
could not settle his mind to his lessons. Jane was be- 
ginning to read French books for her amusement in 
leisure hours ; and Agnes was* often found to have 
covered two slates with sums in Practice, just for 
pleasure, while he could not master the very moderate 
lessons Miss Harold set him. It is true, he was two 
years younger than Agnes : but she had known more 
of everything that he had learned, at seven years old, 
than he now did at eight. Hugh began to feel very 
unhappy. He saw that Miss Harold was dissatisfied, 
and was pretty sure that she had spoken to his moth- 
er about him. He felt that his mother became more 
strict in making him sit down beside her, in the after- 
noon, to learn his lessons for the next day ; and he 
was pretty* sure that Agnes went out of the room 
because she could not help crying when his sum was 
found to be all wrong, or when he mistook his tenses, 
or when he said (as he did every day, though regular- 
ly warned to mind what he was about) that four times 
seven is fifty-six. Every day these things weighe4 
more on Hugh's spirits ; every day he felt more and 
more like a dunce ; and when Philip came home for 
the Midsummer holidays, and told all manner of stories 
about all sorts of boys at school, without describing 
anything like Hugh's troubles with Miss Harold, 
Hugh was seized with a longing to go to Crofton at 
once, and he was certainly too young to go at present 
into the way of a shipwreck or a battle. The worst 
of it was, there was no prospect of his going yet to 
Crofton. In Mr. Tooke's large school there was not 
one boy younger than ten ; and Philip believed that 
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Mr. Tooke did not like to take little boys. Hugh was 
aware that his father and mother meant to send him 
to school with Philip by-and-by ; but the idea of hav- 
^o wait, — to do his lessons with Mij?s Harold every 
day till he should be ten years old, made him roll 
himself on the parlor carpet in despair. 

Philip was between eleven and twelve. He was 
happy at school : and he liked to talk all about it at 
home. These holydays, Hugh made a better listener 
than even his sisters ; and he was a more amusing 
one, — he knew so littlt about the country. He asked 
every question that could be imagined about the play- 
ground at the Crofkon school, and the boys' doings 
out of school ; and then, when Philip fancied he must 
know all about what was done, out came some odd 
remark which showed what ' wrong notions he had 
formed of a country life. Hugh had not learned 
half that he wanted to know, and his little head was 
full of wonder and mysterious notions, when the holy- 
days came to an end, and Philip had to go away. 
From that day, Hugh was heard to talk less of Spain, 
and the sea, and desert islands, and more of the Crof- 
ton boys ; and his play with little Harry was aM of 
being at school. At his lessons, meantime, he did 
not improve at all. 

One very warm day, at the end of August, five 
weeks after Philip had returned to school, Miss 
Harold had stayed full ten minutes after twelve 
o^clock to hear Hugh say one line of the multiplica- 
tion-table over and over again, to cure him of saying 
that four times seven is fifty-six ; but all in vain : and 
Mrs. Proctor had begged her not to spend any more 
time to-day upon it. Miss Harold went away, the 
girls took their sewing, and sat down at their moth- 
er's work-table, while Hugh was placed before her, 
with his hands behind his back, and desired to look 
his mother full in the face, to begin again with " four 
times one is fotir,'* and go through the line, taking 
care what he was about. He did so ; but before he 

2 
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came to four times seven, he sighed, fidgeted, looked 
up at the confers of the room, off into the work- 
basket, out into the street, and always, as if by a spell, 
finished with " four times seven is fifty-six." Jane 
looked up amazed, — ^Agnes looked down ashamed , 
his mother looked with severity in his face. He be- 
gan the line a fourth time, when, at the third figyre, 
he started as if he had been sh >t. It was only a 
knock at the door that he had heard ; a treble knock, 
which startled nobody else, though, from the parlor 
door being open, it sounded pretty loud. 

Mrs. Proctor spread a handkerchief over the stock- 
ings in her work-basket ; Jane put back a stray curl 
which had fallen over her face ; Agnes lifled up her 
head with a sigh, as if relieved that the multiplication- 
table must stop for this time ; and Hugh gazed into 
the passage, through the open door, when he heard a 
man^s step there. The maid announced Mr. Tooke 
of Crofton ; and Mr. Tooke walked in. 

Mrs. Proctor had actually to push Hugh to one 
side, — so directly did he stand in the way between her 
and her visiter. He stood, with his hands still behind 
his back, gazing up at Mr. Tooke, with his face hot- 
ter than the multiplication-table had ever made it, 
and his eyes staring quite as earnestly as they had 
ever done to find llobinson Crusoe's island in the 
map. 

" Go, child," said Mrs. Proctor : but this was not 
enough. Mr. Tooke himself had to pass him under 
his left arm before he could shake hands with Mrs. 
Proctor. Hugh was now covered with shame at this 
hint that he was in the way ; but yet he did not leave 
the room. He stole to the window, and fiung him- 
self down on two chairs, as if looking into the street 
from behind the blind ; but he saw nothing that pass- 
ed out of doors, so eager was his hope of hearing 
something of the Crofton boys, — their trap-bail, and 
their Saturday walk with the usher. Not a word of 
this kind did ne hear. As soon as Mr. Tooke had 
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Agreed to stay to dinner, his sisters were desired to 
carry their work elsewhere, — to the leads, if they 
liked ; and he was told that he might go to play. He 
had hoped he might be overlooked in the window ; 
and unwillingly did he put down first one leg and then 
the other from the chairs, and saunter out of the 
room. He did not choose to go near his sisters, to be 
told how stupidly he had stood in the gentleman*s way ; 
80, when he saw that they were placing their stools 
on the leads, he went up into the attic, and then down 
into the kitchen, to see where little Harry was, to 
pl^ at schoolboys in the back yard. 

The maid Susan was not sorry that Hany was ta- 
ken off her hands; for she wished to rub up her 
spoons, and fill her castors afresh, for the sake of the 
visiter who had come in. The thoughtful Jane soon 
came down with the keys to get out a clean table- 
cloth, and order a dish of cutlets in addition to the 
dinner, and consult with Susan about some dessert ; 
so that, as the little boys looked up from their play, 
they saw Agnes sitting alone at work upon the le^aa. 

They had played some time, Hugh acting a naughty 
boy who could not say his Latin lesson to the usher, 
and little Harry punishing him with far more words 
than a real usher uses on such occasions, when they 
heard Agnes calling them from above their heads. 
She was leaning over the leads, begging Hugh to 
come up to her, — that very moment. Harry must be 
left below, as the leads were a forbidden place for him. 
So Harry went to Jane, to see her dish up greengage 
plums which he must not touch : and Hugh ran up 
the stairs. As he passed through the passage, hie 
mother called him. Full of some kind of hope (he 
did not himself know what), he entered the parlor, 
and saw Mr. Tooke's eyes fixed on him. But his 
mother only wanted him to shut the door as he 
passed; that was all. It had stood open, as it usually 
did on warm days. Could his mother wish it shut 
on account of anything she was saying ? It was pos- 
sible 
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** O, Hugh !" * exclaimed Agnes, as soon as he set 
foot on the leads. " What do you thinjL ? But is 
th6 parlor door shut ? Who shut it ?" 

" Mother bade me shut it, as I passed." 

♦* O dear !" said Agnes, in a tone of disappointment ; 
" then she did not mean us to hear what they were 
talking about." 

"What was it ? Anything about the Crofton boys? 
Anything about Phil ?" 

" 1 can not tell you a word about it. Mamma did 
not know I heard them. How plain one can hear 
what they say in the parlor, Hugh, when the door is 
open ! What do you think I heard mamma tell Mrs. 
Bicknor, last week, when I was jumping Hany off 
the third stair?" 

" Never mind thSit. Tell me what they are talking 
about now. Do, Agnes." 

Agnes shook her head. 

" Now do, dear." 

It was hard for Agnes to refuse Hugh anything at any 
time ; more still when he called her ** dear," which he 
seldom did; and most of all when he put his arm 
round her neck, as he did now. But she answered— 

" I should like to tell you every word ; but I can 
not now. Mamma has made you shut the door. 
She does not wish you to hear it." 

" Me ! then will you tell Jane ?" 

" Yes. I shall tell Jane, when we are with manoma 
«t work." 

" That is toe bad !" exclaimed Hugh, flinging him- 
self down on the leads so vehemently that his sister 
was afraid he would roll over into the yard. " What 
does Jane care about Crofton and the 9oys to what I 
do ?" 

"There is#one boy there that Jane cares about 
more than you do, or I do, or anybody, except papa 
and mamma. Jane loves Phil." 

" O, then, what they were saying in the parlor is 
about Phil?" 
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*• I did not stfy that." 

" You pretend you love me as Jane loves Phil ; 
and now you are going to tell her what you won't tell 
me ! Agnes, I will tell you eveiything I know all 
my whole life, if you will just whisper this now. Only 
iwst whisper. Or, I will tell you what. I will guess 
and guess ; and you can nod or shake your head. 
That won't be telUng." 

" For shame, Hugh ! Phil would laugh at you 
for being a girl, if you are so curious. What mamma 
told Mrs. Bicknor was that Janc' was her right hand. 
What do you think that meant exactly ?" 

" That Jane might give you a good slap when you 
are so provoking," said Hugh, rolling over and over, 
till his clothes were covered with dust, and Agnes 
really thought once that he was fairly going over the 
edge into the yard. 

" There is something that I can tell you, Hugh ; 
something that I want to tell you, and nobody el^e," 
said Agnes, glad to see him stop rolling about, and 
raise himself on his dusty elbow to look at her. 

'* Well, come, what is it ?" 

" You must promise beforehand not to be angry." 

" Angry ! when am I angry, pray ? Come, tell 
me." 

" You must — ^you really must — I have a particular 
reason for saying so — ^you must learn how much four 
time^ seven is. Now, remember, you promised not 
to be angiy." 

Hugh carried off his anger by balancing himself on 
his head, as if he meant to send his heels over, but 
that there was no room. From upside down his 
voice was heard saying that he knew that as well as 
Agnes. 

" Well, then, how much is it ?" 

" Twenty-eight, to be sure. Who does not know 
that !" 

" Then pray do not call it fifty-six any more. Miss 

Harold " 

2* 
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»* There's the thing," said Hugh. " When Misa 
Harold is here, I can think of nothing but fifty-six. 
It seems to sound in my ears, as if somebody spoke 
it, * four times seven is fifty-six.' " 

" You will make me get it by heart too, if you say 
it so often," said Agnes. " You had better say * twen- 
ty-eight' over to yourself all day long. You may say 
it to me as often as you like. I shall not get tired. 
Come, begin now — * four times seven ' " 

" I have had enough of that for to-day — tiresome 
stuff! Now I shall go and play with Harry again." 

"But wait — just say that line once over, Hugh. I 
have a reason for wishing it. I have indeed." 

** Mother has been telling Mr. Tooke that I can not 
say my multiplication-table ! Now, that is too bad !" 
exclaimed Hugh. " And they will make me say it 
after dinner ! What a shame !" 

" Why, Hugh ! you know mamma does not like — 
you know mamma would not — you know mamma 
never does anything unkind. You should not say 
such things, Hugh." 

** Ay, there ! you can not say that she has not told 
Mr. Tooke that I say my table wrong." 

" Well, you know you always do say it wrong to 
her." 

" I will go somewhere. I will hide myself. I will 
run to the market while the cloth is laying. I will 

fet away, and not come back till Mr. Tooke is gone, 
will never say my multiplication-table to him !" 

" Never?" said Agnes, with an odd smile and a sigh. 
" However, do not talk of running away, or hiding 
yourself. You will not have to say anything to Mr. 
Tooke to-day." 

" How do ypu know ?" 

" I feel sure you will not. I do not believe Mr. 
Tooke will talk to you, or to any of us. There you 
go ! You will be in the water-butt in a minute, if 
you tumble so." 

" I don't care if I am. Mr. Tooke will not come 
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4iere to hear me say my tables. Let me go !" he 
cried, struggling, for now Agnes had caught him by 
the ankle. **If I do tumble in, the water is not up 
to my chin, and it will be a cool hiding-place this hot 
day." 

" But there is Susan gone to lay the cloth ; and yon 
must be brushed ; for you are all over dust. Come up 
and I will brush you." 

Hugh was determined to have a little more dust 
first. ' He rolled once more the whole length of the 
leads, turned over Jane's stool, and upset her work- 
basket, so that her thimble bounded off to a far cor- 
ner, and the shirt collar she was stitching fell over into 
the water-butt. 

*' There ! what will Jane say?" cried Agnes, picking 
up the basket, and peeping over into the small part of 
the top of the water-butt which was not covered. 

" There never was anything like boys for mischief," 
said the maid Susan, who now appeared, jto pull Hugh 
in, and make him neat. Susan always found time, 
between laying the cloth and bringing up dinner, to 
smooth Hugh's hair, and give a particular lock a par- 
ticular turn on his forehead with a wet comb. 

** Let that alone," said Hugh, as Agnes peeped into 
the butt after the drowning collar. ** I will have the 
top off this afternoon, and it will make good fishing for 
Harry and me." 

Agnes had to let the matter alone ; for Hugh was so 
dusty that she had to brush one side of him while Su- 
san did the other. Susan gave him some hard knocKs 
while she assured him that she was not going to have 
Harry up on the leads to learp his tricks, or to be 
drowned. She hardly knew which of the two would 
be the worst for Harry. It was lucky for Hugh that 
Susan was wanted below directly, for she scolded him 
the whole time she was parting and smoothing his 
hair. When it was done, however, and the wet lock 
on his forehead took the right turn at once, she gave 
him a kiss in the very midole of it, and said she knenv 
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he would be a good boy before the gendeman firom 
the country. 

Hugh woufd not go in with Agnes, because he knew 
Mr. Tooke would shake hands with her, and take no- 
tice of any one who was with her. He waited in the 
passage till Susan carried in the fish, when he entered 
behind her, and slipped to the window till the party 
took tbeir seats, when he hoped Mr. Tooke would not 
observe who sat between Agnes and his father. But 
the very first thing his father did was to pull his head 
back by the hair behind, and ask him whether he had 
persuaded Mr. Tooke to tell him all about the Crofton 
boys. 

Hugh did not wish to ^ make any answer; but his 
father said ** £h ?" and he thought he must speak ; so 
he said that Phil had told him all he wanted to know 
about the Crofton boys. 

" Then you can get Mr. Tooke to tell you about 
Phil, ifyou want nothing else," said Mr. Proctor. 

Mr. Tooke nodded and smiled ; but Hugh began to 
hand plates with all his might, he was so afraid that 
the next thing would be a question how much four 
times seven was. 

The dinner went on, however; and the fish was 
eaten, and the meat, and the pudding : and the dessert 
was on the table, without any one having even alluded 
to the multiplication-table. Before this time, Hugh 
had become quite at his ease, and had looked at Mr. 
Tooke till he knew his face quite well. 

Soon after dinner Mr. Proctor was called away 
upon business ; and Hugh slipped into his father's arm- 
chair, and crossed one leg over the other knee, as he 
leaned back at his leisure, listening to Mr. Tooke's 
conversation with his mother about the sort of educa- 
tion that he considered most fit for some boys from 
India, who had only a certain time to devote to school- 
learning. In the course of this conversation some cu- 
rious things dropped about the curiosity of children 
fiom India about some things very common here ;— - 
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their wonder at snow and ice, their delight at being 
able to slide in the winter, and their curiosity about 
the harvest and gleaning, now approaching. Mr. 
Proctor came back just as Mr. Tooke was telling of 
the annual holyday of the boys at harvest-time, when 
they gleaned for the poor of the village. As Hugh 
had never seen a cornfield, he had no very clear idea 
of harvest and gleaning ; and he wanted to hear all he 
could. When obliged to turn out of the arm-ch^r, 
he drew a stool between his mother and Mr. Tooke ; 
and presently he was leaning on his arms on the table, 
with his face close to Mr. Tooke^s, as if swallowing 
the gentleman's words as they fell. This was incon- 
venient ; and his mother made him draw back his stool 
a good way. Though he could hear very well, Hugh 
did not like this, and he slipped off his stool, and came 
closer and closer. 

** And did you say," asked Mr. Proctor, " that your 
youngest pupil is nine ?" 

" Just nine ; — the age of my own boy. I could 
have wished to have none under ten, for the reason 
you know of. But — " 

<* I wish," cried Hugh, thrusting himself in so that 
Mr. Tooke saw the boy had a mind to sit on his knee 
— ** I wish you would take boys at eight and a quar- 
ter." 

" That is your age," said Mr. Tooke, smiling, and 
making room between his knees. 

" How did you know ? Mother told you." 

" No ; indeed she did not — not exactly. My boy 
was eight and a quarter not very long ago ; and he — " 

" Did he like being in your school ?" 

" He always seemed very happy there, though he 
was so much the youngest. And they teased him 
sometimes for being the youngest. Now you know, 
if you came, you would be the youngest, and they 
might tease you for it." 

»* I don't think I should mind that. What sort of 
teasing, though ?" 
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*' Trying whether he was afraid of things." 

'* What sort of things ?" 

"■ Being on the top of a wall, or up in a tree. And 
then they sent him errands when he was tired, or 
when he wanted to be doing something else. They 
tried too whether he could bear some rough things 
without telling." 

" And did he?" 

''Yes, generaUy. On the whole, very well. I see 
they think him a brave boy now." 

*' I think I could. — ^But do not you really take boys 
as young as I am?" 

'* Such is really my rule." 

It was very provoking, but Hugh was here called 
away to lish up Jane*s work out of the water-butt. 
As he had put it in, he was the proper person to get 
it out. He thought he should have liked the fun of it'; 
but now he was in a great hurry back, to ^ear Mr. 
Tooke talk. It really seemed as if the shirt-collar 
was alive, it always slipped away so when he thought 
he had it. Jane kept him to the job till he had 
brought up her work, dripping and soiled. By that 
time tea was ready — ap early tea, because Mr. Tooke 
had to go away. Whatever was said at tea was about 
politics, and about a new black die which some chym- 
ist had discovered ; and Mr. Tooke went away direct- 
ly after. 

He turned round full upon Hugh, just as he was 
goi/ig. Hugh stepped back, for it flashed upon him 
Qiat he was now to be asked how much four times 
seven was. But Mr. Tooke only shook hands witk 
him, and bade him grow older as *ast as he Qould. 



CHAPTER II. 

WHY MB. TOOKE CAME. 

After tea the young people had to learn their les- 
sons for the next day. They always tried to get these 
done, and the books put away, before Mr. Proctor 
came in on his shop being shut, and the business of 
the day being finished. He liked to find his children 
at liberty for a little play, or half an hour of pleasant 
reading ; or, in the winter eyenings, for a dance to the 
music of his violin. Little Harry had been known 
to be kept up far too late, that he might hear the vio- 
lin, and that his papa might enjoy the fun of seeing 
hun run about among the rest, putting them all out, 
and fancying he was dancing. All belieyed there 
WQuld be time for play with papa to-night, tea had 
been so much earher than usual. But Agnes soon 
feared there would be.no play for Hugh. Though 
Jane pored over her German, twisting her forefinger 
in the particular curl which she always twisted when 
she was deep in her lessons ; though Agnes rocked 
herself in her chair, as she always did when she was 
learning by heart; and though Mrs. Proctor kept 
Harry quiet at the other end of the room with telling 
him long stories, in a very low voice, about the ele- 
phant and Brighton pier, in the picture-book, Hugh 
could not learn his capital cities. He even spoke out 
twice, and stopped himself when he saw all the heads 
m the room raised in surprise. Then he set himself 
to work again, and he said ** Copenhagen" so often 
over that he was not likely to forget the word ; but 
what country it belonged to he could not fix in his 
mind, though Agnes wrote it down large on the slate, 
IB hopes that the sight of the letters would help him 
Co remember. Before he had got on to ** Constanti- 



24 THE CROrTOSf BOTS. 

nople," the well-known sound was heard of the shop 
boy taking the shop-shutters out of their day-place, 
and Mr. Proctor would certainly be coming presently. 
Jane closed her dictionary, and shook back her curls 
from over her eyes ; Mrs. Proctor put down Hany 
from her lap, and let him call for papa as loud as he 
would ; ' and papa came bustling in, and gave Hany a 
long toss, and several toplings over his uioulder, and 
yet Hugh was not ready. 

" Come, children," said Mr. Proctor to Agnes and 
Hugh, ** we have all done enough for to-day. Away 
with books and slates !*' 

** But, papa," said Agnes, ** Hugh has not quite 
done. If he might have just five minutes more, Miss 
Harold '' 

" Never mind what Miss Harold s^s ! That is, 
you girls must ; but between this and IVfichaelmas— '* 

He stopped short, and the eirls saw that it was a 
sign from their mother that maae him do so. He im* 
mediately proceeded to make so much noise with 
Harry, that Hugh discovered nothing more than that 
he might put away his books, and not mind Miss 
Harold this time. If she asked him to-morrow why 
he had not got down to * Constantinople," he could 
tell her exactly what his father had said. So, meny 
was Hugh's play this evening. He stood so perfect- 
ly upright on his father's shoulders, that he could 
reach the t(^ of his graodmama's picture, and show 
by his finger-ends how thick the dust lay upon the 
frame : and neither he ^or his father minded being 
told that he was far too /old for such I^lay. 

In the midst of the' fun, Hugh had a misgiving, 
more than once, of his mother having something se- 
vere to say to him when she should come up to his 
room, to hear him say his prayers, and to look back 
a little with him upon the events of the day.^ Besides 
his consciousness that he had done nothing well this 
day, there were grave looks from his mother which 
made him think that she was not pleased with him* 
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When he was undressing, therefore, he listened with 
some anxiety for her footsteps, and, when she appear- 
ed, he was ready with his confession of idleness. She 
stopped him in the beginning, saying that she h^d 
rather not hear any more such confessions. She had 
listened to too many, and had allowed him to spend 
in confessions some of the strength which should 
have been applied to mending his faults. For the 
present, while she was preparing a way to help him 
to conquer his inattention, she advised him to say 
nothing to her, or to any one else, on the subject : 
but this need not prevent him from praying to God to 
give him strength to overcome his great fault. 

" O, mother ! mother !" cried Hugh in an agony, 
" you give me up ! What shall I do if you will not 
help me any more ?" 

His mother smiled, and told him he need not fear 
any such thing. It would be very cruel to leave off 
providing him with food and clothes, because it gave 
trouble to do so ; and it would be far more cruel to 
abandon hiip to his faults, for such a reason. She 
would never cease to help him till they were cured ; 
but, as all means yet tried had failed, she must plan 
some others ; and meantime she did not wish him to 
become hardened to his faults, by talking about them 
every night, when there was no aipendment during 
the day. 

Though she spoke very kindly, and kissed him be- 
fore she went away, Hugh felt that he was punished. 
He felt more unhappy than if his mother had told 
him all she thought of his idleness. Though his 
mother had told him to go to sleep, and blessed him, 
he could not help crying a little, and wishing that he 
was a Crofton boy. He supposed the Crofton boys 
all got their lessons done somehow, as a matter of 
course ; and then they could go to sleep without any 
uncomfortable feelings or any tears. 

In the morning all these thoughts were gone. He 
hsid some thing else to think about ; for he had to 
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play with Harry, and take care of him, while Susan 
swept and dusted the parlor: and Harry was bent 
upon going into the shop^a place where, according 
to -the rule of the house, no child of the family was 
ever to set foot, till it was old enough to be trusted ; 
nor to taste anything there, asked or unasked. There 
were some poisonous things in the shop, and some 
few nice sirups and gums ; and no child could be 
safe and well there who could not let alone whatever 
might be left alone on the counter, or refuse any nice 
taste that a good-natured shopman might offer. Harry 
was, as yet, far too young ; but, as oflen as the cook 
washed the floor-cloth in the passage, so that the inner 
shop door had to be opened. Master Harry was seized 
with an unconquerable desire to go and see the blue 
and r/sd glass bowls which he was permitted to admire 
from the street, as he went out and came in from his 
walks. •Mr. Proctor came down this morning as 
Hugh was catching Harry in the passage. He 
snatched up his boys, packed one under each arm, and 
ran with them into the yard, where he rolled Harry 
up in a new mat, which the cook was going to lay at, 
the house door. 

" There ."' said he. " Keep him fast, Hugh, till 
the passage-door is shut. What shall we do witli 
the rogue when you are at Crofton, I wonder?" 

** Why, papa ! he will be big enough Xq take care 
of himself by that timcv" 

"Bless me! I forgot again," exclaimed Mr. Proo 
tor, as he made haste away into the shop. 

Before long Harry was safe under the attraction of 
his basin of bread and milk ; and Hugh fell into a 
revery at the breakfast table, keeping his spoon sus- 
pended in his hand as he looked up at the windows, 
without seeing anything. Jane asked him twice to 
hand the butter before he heard. 

"He is thinking how much four times seven is," 
observed Mr. Proctor: and Hugh started at tbQ 
words. 
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** I tell you what, Hugh,'' continued his father ; 
*" if the Crofton people do not teach you how much 
four times seven is when you come within four weeks 
of next Christmas-day, I shall give you up, and them 
too, for dunces all." 

All the eyes around the table were fixed on Mr. 
Proctor in an instant. 

** There now !" said he " I have let the cat out of 
the bag. Look ^t Agnes!" and he pinched her 
crimson cheek. 

Everybody then looked at Agnes, except Harry 
who was busy looking for the cat which papa said had 
come out of mammals work-bag. Agnes could not 
bear the gaze, and burst into tears. 

"Agnes has taken more pains to keep the secret 
than hei- papa," said Mrs. Proctor. " The secret is, 
that Hugh is going to Crofton next month." 

" Am I ten, then ?" asked Hugh, in his hurry and 
surprise. 

" Scarcely ; since you were only eight and a 
quarter yesterday afternoon,'* replied his father. 

" I will tell you all about it by-and-by, my dear," 
said his mother. Her glanct toward Agnes made 
all the rest understand that they had better speak of 
something else now. So Mr. Proctor beckoned 
Harry to come and see whether the cat had not got 
into the bag again, as she wad not to be seen anywhere 
else. It is true, the bag was not much bigger than a 
cat's head ; but that did not matter to Harry, \\^ho 
never cared for that sort of consideration, and had 
been busy for half an hour, the day before, in trying 
to put the key of the. house-door into the keyhole of 
the tea-caddy. 

By the time Agnes had recovered herself, and the 
table was cleared. Miss Harold had arrived. Hugh 
brought his books with the rest, but, instead of open- 
ing them, rested his elbow on the uppermost, and 
stared full at Miss Harold. 

Well, Hugh !" said she, smiling. 
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" I have DOt learned quite down to * CoDStantino* 
pie/ " said he. ** Papa told me that I need not, and 
not to mind you." 

" Why, Hugh ! hush !" cried Jane. 

" He did, — he said exactly that. But he meant, 
Miss Harold, that I am to be a Crofton boy,^-directly, 
— next month." 

" Then have we done with one another, Hugh ?'' 
asked Miss Harold, gently. " WiU you not learn any 
more from me ?" 

** That is for your choice, Miss Harold," observed 
Mrs. Proctor. "Hugh has not deserved the pains 
you have taken with him ; and if you decline more 
trouble with him, now he is going into other hands, 
no one can wonder." 

Miss Harold feared that he was but poorly prepared 
for school, and was quite ready to help him, if he 
would give his mind to the effort. She thought that 
play, or reading books that he liked, was less waste 
of time than his common way of doing his lessons ; 
but if he was disposed really to work, with the ex- 
pectation of Crofton before nim, she was ready to do 
her best to prepare him for the real hard work he 
Would have to do there. 

His mother proposed that he should have time to 
.consider whether he would have a month's holyday, 
or a month's work, before leaving home. She had to 
go out this morning. He might go with her, if he 
Rked ; and, as they returned, they would sit down in 
the Temple Garden, and she would tell him all about 
the plan. 

Hugh liked this beginning of his new prospects. 
He ran to be made neat for his walk with l|is mother. 
He knew he must have the wet curl on his forehead 
twice over to-day; but he comforted himself with 
hoping that there would be no time at Crofton for 
him to be kept standing, to have his hair done so 
particularly, and to be scolded all the while, and thea 
kissed, like a baby, at the end. 
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MICHAELMAS-OAT COME. 

Hugh was about to ask his mother, again and 
again during their walk, why Mr. Tooke let him go 
to Crofton before he was ten ; but Mrs. Proctor was 
grave and silent; and though she spoke kindly to 
him now and then, she did not seem disposed to talk. 
At last, they were in the Temple Garden ; and they 
sat down where there was no one to overhear them ; 
and then Hugh looked up at his mother. She saw, 
and told him, what it was that he wanted to ask. 

" It is on account of the little boys themselves," 
said she, " that Mr. Tooke does not wish to have 
them very young, now that there is no kind lady in 
the house who could be like a mother to them." 

** But there is Mrs. Watson. Phil has told me a 
hundred things about Mrs. Watson. 

" Mrs. Watson is the housekeeper. She is careful, 
I know, about the boys* health and comfort ; but she 
has no time to attend to the younger ones, as Mrs. 
Tooke did, — hearing their little troubles, and being a 
friend to them like their mothers at honle." 

" There is Phil " 

''Yes. You will have Phil to look to. But 
neither Phil, nor any one else, can save you from 
some troubles you are likely to have from being the 
youngest." 

»* Such as Mr. Tooke told me his boy had ; — being 
put on the top of a high wall, and plagued when be 
was tired : and all that. I don't think I should much 
mind those things." 

** So we hope, and so we believe. You fault is not 
cowardice — " 

3* 
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Mrs. Proctor so seldom praised anybody that her 
words of esteem went a great way. Hugh first 
looked up at her, and then down on the grass, — his 
cheeks glowed so. She went on^ 

" You have faults, — faults which give your father 
and me great pain ; and though you are not cowardly 
about being hurt in your body, you sadly want cour- 
age of a better kind, — courage to mend the weakness 
of your mind. You are so young that we are sorry 
for you, and mean to send you where the example 
of other boys may give you the resolution you want 
so much." 

**AI1 the boys learn their lessons at Crofton," 
observed Hugh. 

" Yes ; but not by magic. They have to give their 
minds to their work. You will find it painful and 
difficult to learn this, after your idle habits at home; 
I give you warning that you will find it much more 
difficult than you suppose ; and I should not wonder 
if you wish yourself at home with Miss Harbld many 
times before Christmas." 

Mrs. Proctor was not unkind in saying this. She 
saw that Hugh was so delighted about going that 
nothing would depress his spirits, and that the chief 
fear was his being disappointed and unhappy when 
she should be far away. . It might then be some con- 
solation to him to remember that she was aware of 
what he would have to go through. He now smiled, 
and said he did not think he should ever wish to say 
his lesson to Miss Harold, as long as he lived. Then 
it quickly passed through his mind that, instead of 
the le^ds and the little yard, there would be the play- 
ground; and instead of the church bells, the rooks; 
and instead of Susan with her washing and combing, 
and scolding and kissing, there would be plenty of 
boys to play with. As he thought of these things, he 
started up, and toppled head over heels on the grass, 
and then was up by his mother's side again, saying 
that he did not care about anything that was to hap- 
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pen at Croflon ; — he was not afraid, — not even of the 
usher, though Phil could not bear him. 

"If you can bring yourself to learn your lessons 
well," said the mother, "you need not fear the usher. 
But remember, it depends upon that. You ^ill do 
well enough in the playground, I have no doubt." 

After this, there was only to settle the time that was 
to pass, — the weeks, days, and hours before Michael- 
mas-day ; and whether these weeks and days should 
be employed in preparing for Croflon under Miss 
Harold, or whether he should take his chance there 
unprepared as he was. Mrs. Proctor saw that his 
habits of inattention were so fixed, and his disgust at 
lessons in the parlor so strong, that she encouraged 
his doing no lessons in the interval. Hugh would 
have said beforehand that three weeks* liberty to read 
voyages and travels, and play with Harry, would have 
made him perfectly happy ; but he felt that there was 
some disgrace mixed up with his holyday, and that 
everybody would look upon him with a sort of pity, 
instead of wishing him joy ; and this spoiled his 
pleasure a good deal. When he came home from his 
walk, Agnes thought he looked less happy than when 
he went out ; and she feared his spirits were down 
about Crofton. « 

His spirits were up and down many times during 
the next three weeks. He thought these weeks Wo uld 
never be over. Every day dragged on more slowly 
than the last ; at every meal he was less inclined to 
eat ; and his happiest time was when going to bed, 
because he was a day nearer Crofton. His mother, 
foreseeing just what happened, wished to have kept the 
news from him till within a week* of his departure, 
and had agreed with Mr. Proctor that it should be so. 
But Mr. Proctor hated secrets, and we see, let it out 
immediately. 

At last, the day came; — a warm, sunny, autunm 
day, on which any one might have enjoyed the pros- 
pect of a drive into the country. The coacb was set 
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DfiTroni aa inn in Fleet street at noon and would set 
Hugh dawn at his uncle's door in time for dinner, tha 
distance being twenty-eight miles. His ancle's honM 
ivasjuBl two miles from the school. Phil would prob- 
ibly bf there to meet his brother and take him to 
Crofton in the aOemoon. 

How to get rid of the hours till noon was the ques- 
joo. Hugh had had eveivthiag packed up, ovei 
irbrch he had any control, for some days. He bad 
3ot lefl himself a plaything of those which he might 
sarry : and it frightened him that his msther did not 
leem to think of packing his clothes till after break- 
ast this very morning. .When she entered his room 
"or the purpose, he was fidgeting about, saying to 
himself that he should never oe ready. Agnes came 
irilh her mother, to help: but before the second shirt 
vas laid into the box, she was in tears, and had to go 
iway ; for every one in the house was in the habit of 
aiding tears from Mrs. Proctor, who rarely shed them 
ietself, and was known lo think that they might 
jeneraily be suppressed, and should be so. 

As Hugh stood beside her, handing stockings and 
3 and kerchiefs, to fill up the comers of the box, she 
»poke as she might not have done if they had been 
ilone. She said but a few words; but Hugh never 
brgot them. 

" Vou know, my dear," said she, " that 1 do not ap. 
jTove of dwelling upon troubles. Vou know I never 
encourage my children to fret about wliat can not t>e 

There was nothing in ihe worid that Hugh was 
nore certain of than of this. 

"And yet I tell you," she continued, "that you 
will not be nearly so happy at Crofton as you expect ■ 
—at least, at first. It grieves me lo see you so ftill of 
;it|iectation " 

" Does it indeed, mother 7" 

*' It does indeed. But my comfort is—" 
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** You think I can bear it," cried Hugh, holding 
op his head. ** You think I can bear anything." 

" I think you are a brave boy, on the whole. But 
this is not the comfort I was speaking of; for there is 
a world of troubles too heavy for the bravery of a 
thoughtless child like you. My comfort is, my dear, 
that you know where to go for strength when your 
heart fails you. You will be away from your father 
and me ; but a far wiser and kinder Parent will be 
always with you. If I were not sure that you would 
continually open your heart to Him. I could not let 
you go from me." 

" I will' 1 always do," said Hugh, in a low 

voice. 

** Then remember this, my boy. If you have that 
help, you must not fail. Knowing that you have that 
help, I expect of you that you do your own duty, and 
bear your own troubles, like a man. If you were to 
be all alone in the new world you are going to, you 
would be but a helpless child ; but remember, when a 
child makes God his friend, God puts into the young- 
est and weakest the spirit of a man." 

" You will ask him too, mother ; you will pray him 
to make me brave, and — and — " 

"And what else?" she inquired, fixing her eyes 
npon him. 

* And steady," replied Hugh, casting down his eyes ; 
" for that is what I want most of all." 

" It is," rephed his mother. ** I do, and always 
will, pray for you." 

Not another word was said till they went down into 
the parlor. Though it was only eleven o'clock. Miss 
Harold was putting on her bonnet to go away: and 
there was a plate of bread and cheese on the table. 

"Lunch !" said Hugh, turning away with disgust. 

" Do eat it," said Agnes, who had brought it. 
** You had no breakfast, you know." 

** Because I did not want it ; and I can't eat anything 
now.'* 
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Jane made a sign to Agnes to take the plate out of 
sight ; and she put some biscuits into a paper bag, 
that he might eat on the road, if he should become 
hungry. 

Neither Miss Harold nor Hugh could possibly feel 
any grief at parting ; for they had had little satisfaction 
together : but she said very kindly that she should 
hope to hear often of him, and wished he might be 
happy as a Crofton boy. Hugh could hardly answer 
her ; so amazed was he to find that his sisters were 
giving up an hour of their lessons on his account* 
that they might go with him to the coach ! And then 
Susan came in about the cord for his box, and her 
eyes were red : and, at the sight of her, Agnes began 
to cry again; and Jane bent down her head over the 
glove she was mending for him, and her needle stopped. 

" Jane," said her mother, gravely, " if you are not 
mending that glove, ^ive it to me. It is getting late." 

Jane brushed her hand across her eyes, and stitched 
away again. Then she threjv the gloves to Hugh 
without looking at him, and ran to get ready to go to 
the coach. 

The bustle of the inn-yard would not do for little 
Harry ; he could not go. Hugh was extremely sur- 
prised to find that all the rest were going ; that even 
his father was smoothing hb hat in the passage for the 
walk ; really leaving the shop at noon on his account ! 
The porter was at his service too, waiting for his box ! 
Et was very odd to feel of such consequence. 

Hugh ran down to bid the maids good-by. The 
cook held cut a sandwich, which she thrust into his 
pocket, though he told her he had some biscuits. Su- 
san cried so that little Harry stood grave and wonder- 
ing. Susan sobbed out that she knew he did not care 
a bit about leaving home and everybody. Hugh wished 
she would not say so, though he felt it was true, and 
wondered at it himself. Mr. Proctor heard Susan's 
lamentations, and called to her from the passage above 
Qot to make herself unhappy about that: for the time 
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would soon come when Hugh would be homesiQk 
enough. 

Mr. Blake, the shopman, came to th,e shop-door as 
they passed, and bowed and smiled^ ; and the boy put 
himself in the way, with a k^o^d griiji : ^d then the 
party walked on quickly.. 

The sun seemed to Hugh to glare very much ; and 
he thought he h^d, nevei; known the streets so noisy, 
or the people so pushing. The truth was, his heart 
was beating so he could scarcely see : and yet he was 
so busy looKing about him for a sight of the river, and 
everytl^ing he wished to bid good-by to, that his 
father, who held him fast by the hand, shook him 
' more than once, and told him he would run everybody 
down if he could, to judge by his way of walking. 
He must learn to maicji better if he was to be a soK 
dier ; and to steer, if he was to be a sailor. 

There were just two minutes to spare when they 
reached the inn-yard. The horses were pawing and 
fidgetting, and some of the passengers had mounted : 
so Mr. Proctor said he would seat the boy at once. 
He spoke to two men who were on the roof just be- 
hind the coachman; and they agreed to let Hugh sit 
between them, on the assurance that the driver would 
look to his concerns, and see that he was set down at 
the right place. 

" Now, my boy, up with you !" said his father, as 
he turned from speaking to these men. Hugh was so 
e^ger, that he put up his foot to mount, without re- 
membering to bid his mother and sisters good-by. 
Mr. Proctor laughed at this ; and nobody wondered ; 
but Agnes cried bitterly ; and she could not forget it, 
from that time till she saw her brother again. When 
they had all kissed him, and his mother's earnest look 
had bidden him remember what had passed between 
them that morning, he wa« lifted up by his father, and 
received by the two meui between whom he found a 
safe seat. 

Then he wished they were off. It was uncomfort^ 
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able to see his sisters crying there, and not to be able 
to ciy too, or to speak to them. When the coachman 
was drawing on his second glove, and the ostlers held 
each a hand to pull off the horse-cloths, and the last 
moment was come, Mr. Proctor swung lumself up by 
the step, to say one thing more. It was 

" I say, Hugh — can you tell me — how much b four 
times seven ?" 

Mrs. Proctor pulled her husband's coat-tail, and he 
leaped down, the horses' feet scrambled, their heads 
issued from the gateway of the inn-yard, and Hugh's 
family were left behind. In the midst of the noise, the 
man on Hugh's right hand said to the one on his left, 
" There is some joke in that last remark, I imagine." 
The other man nodded ; and then there was no more 
speaking till they were off the stones. When the clat- 
ter was over, and the coach began to roll along the 
smooth road, Hugh's neighbor repeated, 
' " There was some joke, I fancy, in that last remark 
of your father's." 
"Yes," said Hugh. 

"Are you in the habit of saying the multiplication- 
table when you travel ?" said the other. " If so, we 
shall be happy to hear it." 

" Exceedingly happy," observed the first 
" I never say it when I can help it," said Hugh ; 
" and I see no occasion now." 

The men laughed, and then asked him if he waa 
going far. 

" To Crofton. I am going to be a Crofton boy," 
«aid Hugh* 

" A what ? WTiere is he going ?" his companions 
asked one another over his head. They were no wiser 
when Hugh repeated what he had said; nor could the 
coachman enlighten them. He only knew that he 
was to put the boy down at Shaw's, the great miller's, 
nearly thirty miles along the road. 

** Eight-and-twenty," said Hugh in correction • 
" and Crofton is tw< miles from my uncle's." 



MI CHAELM AS-DAY COME. 3T 

" Eight-and-twenty. The father's joke lies there,** 
observed the right-hand man. 

*' No, it does not," said Hugh. He thought he was 
among a set of very odd people, none of them know- 
ing what a Crofton boy was. A passenger who sat 
beside the coachman only smiled when he was ap- 
pealed to ; so it might be concluded that he was igno- 
rant too ; and the right and left hand men seemed so 
anxious for information, that Hugh told them all he 
knew ; about the orchard, and the avenue, and the 
pond on the heath, and the playground ; and Mrs. 
Watson, and the usher, and Phil, and Joe Cape, and 
Tony Nelson, and several others of the boys. 

One of the men asked him if he was sure he was 
going for the first time, he seemed so thoroughly in- 
formed of everything about Crofton. Hugh replied 
that it was a good thing to have an elder brother like 
Phil. Phil had told him just what to take to Crofton, 
and how to take care of his money, and everything. 

** Ay ! and how do the Crofton boys take care of their 
money ?" 

Hugh showed a curious little inner pocket in his 
jacket, which nobody would dream of that did not 
know. His mother had let him have such a pocket 
in both his jackets ; and he had wanted to have all his 
money in this one now, to show how safely he could 
carry it. But his mother had chosen to pack up all 
his ^ve shillings in his box — that square box, with the 
new brass lock, on the top of all the luggage. In this 
pocket there was only sixpence now — the sixpence he 
was to give the coachman when he was set down. 

Then he went on to explain that this sixpence was 
not out of his own money, but given him by his fa- 
ther, expressly for the coachman. Then his right-hand 
companion congratulated him upon his spirits, and 
began to punch and tickle him ; and when Hugh 
writhed himself about, because he could not bear tick- 
ling, the coachman said he would have no such deal- 
ings, and bade them be quiet. Then the passengers 
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seemed to forget Hugh, and talked to one another of 
the harvest in the north, and the hopping^ in Kent. 
Hugh listened about the hopping, supposing it might 
be some new game, as good as leap-frog ; though it 
seemed strange that one farmer should begin hopping 
on Monday, and that another should fix Thursday ; 
and that both should be so extremely anxious about 
the weather. But when he found it was some sort 
of harvest-work, he left off Ustening, and gave all his 
attention to the country sights that were about him. 
He did not grow tired of the gardens, gay with dahlias 
and hollyhocks and asters ; nor of the orchards, where 
the ladder against the tree, and the basket under, 
showed that apple gathering was going on ; nor «f 
the nooks in the fields where blackberries were ripen- 
ing : nor of the chequered sunlight and shadow which 
lay upon the road ; nor of the breezy heath where the 
blue ponds were ruffled ; nor of the pleasant grove 
where the leaves were beginning to show a tinge of 
yellow and red, here and there among the green. Si- 
lently he enjoyed all these things, only awakening 
from them when there was a stop to change horses. 

He was not thinking of time or distance, when he 
saw the coachman glance round at him, and felt that 
the speed of the horses was slackening. Still he had 
no idea that this was any concern of his, till he saw 
something that made him start. 

»• Why, there's Phil !" he exclaimed, jumping to his 
feet. 

" This is Shaw's mill, and there is Shaw ; which is 
all I have to do with," said the coachipan, as he pulled 
up. 

Hugh was soon down, with his uncle and Phil, and 
one of the men from the mill to help. His aunt was 
at the window too : so that altogether Hugh forgot to 
thank his companions for his safe seat. He would 
have forgotten his box but for the coachman. One 
thing more he also forgot. 

»' I say, young master," said the driver ; " remem- 
ber thA rnnobman. Where's vour sixpence 7'* 
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"O! my sixpence !" cried Hugh, throwing down 
what he* held, to feel in his curious inner pockety 
which was empty. 

" Lest you find a hole in your pocket, here is a six- 
pence for you,*' cried the right-hand passenger, tossing 
him his own six-pence. ** Thank you for teaching 
us the secret of such a curious pocket." 

The coachman was impatient, got his money, and 
drove off, leaving Hugh to make out why he had been 
tickled, and how his money had changed hands. 
With a very red face, he declared it was too bad of 
the man ; but the man was out of his hearing, and 
could never know how angiy he was. 

'* A pretty story this is for our usher to have against 
you, to begin with," was Phil's consolation. ** Eveiy 
boy will know it before you show yourself; and you 
will never hear the last of it, I can tell you." 

*' Your usher !" exclaimed Hugh, bewildered. 

** Yes, our usher. That was he on the' box, beside 
coachee. Did not you find out that much in all these 
©ight-and-twenty miles?" 

" How should I ? He never told me." 

Hugh could hardly speak to his uncle and aunt, he 
was so taken up with trying to remember what 
he had said, in the usher's hearing, of the usher him- 
self, and eveiybody at Crofton. 
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MlCHAELBfAS-DAT OYER. 

Mrs. Shaw ordered dinner presently; and while it 
was being served, she desired Phil to brush his bi oth- 
er's clothes, as they were dusty from his ride. All 
the while he was brushing (which he did very rough- 
ly), and all the first part of dinner-time, Phil contin- 
ued to tease Hugh about what he had said on the top 
of the coach. Mrs. Shaw spoke of the imprudence 
of talking freely before strangers ; and Hugh could 
have told her that he did not need such a lecture at 
the very time that he found the same thing by his ex- 
perience. He did wish Phil would stop. If anybody 
should ask him a question, he could not answer with- 
out crying. Then he remembered how his mother 
expected him to bear things ; and he almost wished 
he was at home with her now, after all his longing 
to be away. This thought nearly made him cry 
again ; so he tried to dwell on how his mother would 
expect him to bear things : but neither of them had 
thought that morning, beside his box, that the first 
trial would come frona Phil. This again made him 
so nearly ciy that his uncle observed his twitching 
face, and, without noticing him, said that he, for his 
part, did not want to see little boys wise before they 
had time to learn ; and that the most silent companion 
he had ever been shut up with in a coach was certain- 
ly the least agreeable : and he went on to relate an 
adventure which has happened to more persons than 
one. He had found the gentleman in the corner, 
With a shaggy coat, to be a bear — a tame bear, which 
had to take the quickest mode of conveyance, in order 
to be at a distant fair in good time. Mr. Shaw spun 
out his story, so that Hugh quite recovered himp^^'.'*. 
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and laughed as much as anybody at his uncle having 
formed a bad opinion of Bruin in the early twilight, 
for his incivility in not bowing to the passenger who 
lefl tne coach. 

After dinner Phil thought it time to be off to Crof- 
ton. He had missed something by coming away at 
all to-day ; and he was not going to run the chance 
of losing the top of the class by not having time to 
do his Sallust properly. Mrs. 8 haw said they must 
have some of her plums before they went, and a glass 
of wine ; and Mr. Shaw ordered the gig, saying he 
would drive them, and thus no time would be lost, 
though he hoped Phil would not mind beir .g at the 
bottom of every class for once to help his brother 
seeing how soon a diligent boy might work his waj 
up again. Phil replied that that was not so easy as 
people might think, when there was one like Joe 
Cape determined to keep him down, if he could once 
get him down. 

**I hope you wiU'find time to help Hugh up from 
the bottom, in a class or two," said Mr. Shaw. ** You 
will not be too busy about your own affairs to look to 
his, I suppose." 

** Where is the use of my meddling ?" said Phil. 
" He can't rise for years to come. Besides " 

" Why can't 1 rise?" exclaimed Hugh, with glow- 
ing cheek. 

** That is right, Hugh," said his uncle. " Let 
nobody prophesy for you till you show what you can 
do." 

** Why, uncle, he is nearly two years younger than 
any boy in the school : and " 

" And there is little Page above you in algebra. 
He is about two years younger than you, Phil, if I 
remember right." 

Hugh could not help clapping his hands at the pros- 
pect this held out to hirn. Phil took the act for tri- 
umphing over him, and went on to say very insult- 
ingly, that a little fellow who had been brought up 

4* 
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among the girls all his life, and had learned of nobodj 
but Miss Harold, could not be expected to cut any 
figure among boys. Hugh looked so grieved for a 
moment, and then suddenly so relieved, that his kind 
uncle wondered what was in his mind. He took the 
boy between his knees and asked him. 

Hugh loved his uncle already, as if he had always 
known him. He put his arms round his neck, and 
whispered in his ear what he wps thinking of: liis 
mother^s saying that God could and would, if he was 
nought, put the spirit of a man into the feeblest 
child. 

" True ! — quite true ! I am very glad you know 
that, my boy. That will help you to learn at Crof- 
ton, though it is better th^n anything they can teach 
you in their schoolroom.'* 

Mrs. Shaw and Phil looked curious : but Mr. Shaw 
did not repeat a word of what Hugh had said. He 
put the boy away from his knees, because he heard 
the gig coming round. 

Mrs. Shaw told Hugh that she hoped he would 
spend some of his Sundays with his uncle and her; 
and his uncle added that he must come on holydays as 
well as Sundays, there was so much to see about the 
mill. 

Phil was amused, and somewhat pleased, to find 
how exactly Hugh remembered his description of the 
place and neighborhood. He recognised the duck- 
pond under the hedge by the road>side, with the very 
finest blackberries growing above it, just out of reach. 
The church he knew, of course, and the row of chest- 
nuts, whose leaves were just beginning to fall; and 
the high wall dividing the orchard from the play- 
ground. That must have been the wall on which 
Mr. Tooke's little boy used to be placed, to frighten 
him. It did not look so very high as Hugh had fan- 
cied it. One thing which he had never seen or 
heard of was the bell, under its little roof, on the 
ridge of Mr. Tooke's great house. Was it to call io 
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the boys to school, or for an alarm? His nncle 
told him it might serve the one purpose in the daj, 
and the other by night ; and that almost every large 
farm thereabout had such a bell on the top of the 
house. 

The sun was near its setting when they came in 
sight of the C^ofton house. A long range of win- 
dows glittered in the yellow light, and Phil said that 
the lower row all belonged to the school-room ; that 
whole row. 

In the midst of his explanations Phil stopped, and 
his manner grew more rough than ever, with a sort of 
shyness in it too. It was because some of the boys 
were within hearing, leaning over the pales which 
separated the playground from the road. 

" I say ; hollo there !" cried one. ** Is that Prater 
you have got with you ?" 

" Prater the second,*' cried another.' " He could 
not have had his name if there had not been Prater 
the first." 

** There ! there's a scrape you have got me into 
already !" muttered Phil. 

** Be a man, Phil, and bear your own share," said 
Mr. Shaw ; ** and no spite, because your words come 
back to yov. !" 

The talk at the palings still went on, as the gig 
rolled quietly in the sandy by-road. 

** Prater !" poor Hugh exclaimed. ** What a name !" 

**Yes; that is you," said' his uncle. "You now 
know what your nickname will be. Every boy has 
one or another ; and yours might have been worse, 
because you might have done many a worse thing to 
earn it!" 

** But the usher, uncle!" 

" What of him ?" 

* He should not have told about me." 

" Don't call him » Prater the third,' however. Bear 
your own share, as I said to Phil, and don't meddle 
with another's." 
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Perhaps Mr. Shaw hoped that through one «)f the 
boys the usher would get a new nickname for his ill- 
nature in telling tales of a little boy, before he was so 
much as seen by his companions. He certainly put 
it into their heads, whether they would make use of 
it or not. 

Mr. Tooke was out, taking his evening ride ; but 
Mr. Shaw would not drive off till he had seen Mrs. 
Watson, and introduced his younger nephew to her, 
observing to her that he was but a little fellow to come 
among such a number of rough boys. Mrs. Watson 
smiled kindly at Hugh, and said she was glad he had 
a brother in the school, to prevent his feeling lonely 
at first. It would not take many days, she hoped, to 
make him feel quite at home. Mr. Shaw slipped 
half a crown into Hugh's hand, and whispered to him 
to try to keep it safe in his inner pocket. Hugh ran 
after him to the door, to tell him that he had five shil- 
lings already, safe in his box; but his uncle would not 
take back the half-crown. He thought that, in the 
course of time, Hugh would want all the money he 
had. 

Mrs. Watson desired Phil to show his brother 
where he was to sleep, and to help him to put by his 
clothes. PhiJ was in a hurry to get to his Sallust ; 
so that he was not sorry when Mrs. Watson herself 
came up to see that the boy's clothes were laid prop- 
erly in the deep drawer in which Hugh was to keep 
his things. Phil then slipped away. 

" Dear me !" said Mrs. Watson, turning over one 
of Hugh's new collars, ** we must have something dif- 
ferent from this. These collars tied with a black rib- 
and are never tidy. They are always over one shoul- 
der or the other." 

** My sisters made them ; and they worked so hard 
to get them done !" said Hugh. 

" Very well — very right : only it is a pity they are 
not of a better make. Every Sunday at church, I 
shall see your collar awry — and every time you go to 
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your auut*s, she will think we do not make you neat. 
I must see about that. Here are good stockings, 
however — properly stout. My dear, are these all die 
shoes you have got ?" 

** I have a pair on." 

** Of course : I don't doubt that. We must have 
you measured to-morrow for some boots fitter for the 
country than these. We have no London pavement 
here." 

And so Mrs. Watson went on, sometimes approving 
and sometimes criticising, till Hugh did not know 
whether to cry or to be angry. After all the pains 
his mother and sisters had taken about his things, they 
were to be found fault with in this way .' 

When his box was emptied, and his drawer filled, 
Mrs. Watson took him into the schoolroom, where 
the boys were at supper. Outside the door the buzz 
seemed prodigious, and Hugh hoped that, in such a 
bustle, nobody would notice him. Here he was quite 
mistaken. The moment he entered there was a hush, 
and all eyes were turned upon him, except his broth- 
er's. Phil hardly looked up from his book ; but he 
made room for Hugh between himself and another 
boy, and drew the great plate of bread within reach. 
Mrs. Watson saw that Hugh had his basin of milk ; 
and he found it a good thing to have something id do 
while so many eyes were upon him. He felt that he 
might have cried if he bad not had his supper to eat. 

The usher sat at the top of the table, reading. Mrs. 
Watson called his attention to Hugh ; and Hugh stood 
up and made his bow. His face was red, as much 
with anger as timidity, when he recognised in him 
the passenger who had sat beside the coachman. 

"Perhaps, Mr. Carnaby," said Mrs. Watson, "you 
will find something for this young gentleman to do, 
when he has had his supper, while the rest are learn- 
ing their lessons. To-morrow he will have his own 
lessons ; but to-night " 

" There is always the multiplication-table," replied 
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Mr. Carnabj. ** The young gentleman is partial tc 
that, I fancy." 

Hugh reddened, and applied himself to his bread and 
milk. 

*' Never raind a joke," whispered Mrs. Watson. 
•* We won't plague you with the muhiplication- table 
the first evening. I will find you a book or something. 
Meantime there is a companion for you — I forgot 
that." 

I'he good lady went down the room, and brought 
back a boy who seemed to be doing all he could to 
stop crying. He dashed hfs hand over his eyes every 
minute, and could not look anybody in the face. He 
had finished his supper, and was at a loss what to do 
next, as he had only arrived that morning, and did not 
know anybody at Crofton. His name was Tom Holt, 
and he was ten years old. 

, When they had told their names and ages, and 
where they came from, the boys did not know what 
to say next ; and Hugh wished Phil would stop mur- 
muring over his Sallust and looking in the dictionary 
every minute; but Mrs. Watson did not forget the 
strangers. She brought them Cook's Voyages, out 
of the library, to amuse themselves with, on condition 
of their delivering the book to Mr. Camaby at bed-time. 

The rest of the evening passed away very pleasant- 
ly. Hugh told Holt a great deal about firoadstairs 
and the South Sea Islands, and confided to him his 
own hopes of being a sailor, and going round the 
world; and, if possible, making bis way straight 
through China — the most difficult country left to 
travel in, he believed, except some parts of Africa. He 
did not want to cross the Great Desert, on account of 
the heat. He knew something of what that was by 
the leads at home, when the sun was on them. What 
was the greatest heat Holt had ever felt ? Then came 
the surprise. Holt had last come from his uncle's 
farm ; but he was horn in India, and had lived there 
til) eighteen months ago. So, while Hugh had chat- 
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tered away about the sea at Broadstairs, and the heat 
on the leads at home, hb compaDion had come four- 
teen thousand miles over the ocean, and had felt a heat 
nearly as extreme as that of the Great Desert! Holt 
was very unassuming too. He talked of the heat ot 
gleaning in his uncle's harvest-fields, and of the kit- 
chen when the harvest-supper was cooking ; owning 
that he remembered he had felt hotter in India. Hugh 
heaped questions upon him about his native country, 
and the voyage ; and Holt liked to be asked : so that 
the boys were not at all like strangers, just met for the 
first time. They raised their voices, in the eagerness 
of their talk, from a whisper so as to be heard quite 
across the table, above the hum and buzz of above 
thirty others, who were learning their lessons half- 
aloud. At last, Hugh was startled by hearing the 
words ** Prater," " Prater the second.'' He was si- 
lent instantly, to Holt's great wonder. 

Without raising his eyes from his book, Phil said, 
80 as to be heard as far as the usher^^ 

** Who prated of Prater the second ? Who is Pra- 
ter the third ?" 

There was a laugh which provoked the usher to 
come and see whereabouts in Sallust such a passage 
as this was to be found. Not finding any such, he 
knuckled Phil's head, and pulled his hair, till Hugh 
cried out— 

" O, don't, sir ! Don't hurt him so !" 

** Do you call that hurting ? You will soon find 
what hurting is, when you become acquainted with 
our birch. You shall have four times seven with our 
birch. Let us see,-»that is your favorite number, I 
think." 

The usher looked roimd, and almost everybody 
laughed. 

*♦ You see I have your secret ;— four times seven," 
continued Mr. Camaby.^ ** What do you shake your 
head for ?" 

** Because you have not my secret about four timet 
seven." 
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»• Did Dot I hear yonr father? Eh ?" 

" What did you hear my father alky 1 Nobody here 
knows what he meant : and nobody need know, unless 
I choose to tell — ^which I donU. Please don^t tease 
Phil about it, sir: for he knows no more about it 
than you do.'* 

Mr. Camaby said something about the impertinence 
of little boys, as if they could have secrets, and then 
declared it high time that the youngsters should go to 
bed. Hugh delivered Cook's Voyages into his hands, 
and then bade Phil good night. He was just g,oing 
to put his face up to be kissed, but recollected in time 
that he was to leave off kissing when he went to 
school. He held out his hand, but Phil seemed not 
to st.e it, and only told him to be sure to lie enough 
on one side, so as to leave him room ; and that he was 
to take the side of the bed next the window. Hugh 
nodded and went off, with Holt and two more, who 
slept in the same room. 

The two who were not new boys were in bed in a 
minute ; and when they saw Hugh wash his hands 
and face, they sat up in bed to stare. One of them 
told him that he had better not do that, as the maid 
would be coming for the light, and would leave him 
in the dark, and report of him, if he was not in bed. 
So Hugh made a great splutter, and did not half diy 
his face, and left the water in the basin ; a thing which 
they told him was not allowed. He saw that the oth- 
ers had not kneeled down to say their prayers, — a 
practice which he had never omitted since he could 
say a prayer, except when he had the measles. He 
knew the boys were watching him ; but he thought 
of his mother, and how she had taught him to pray at 
her knee. He hid himself as well as he could with 
the scanty bed-curtains, and kneeled. He could not 
attend to the words he said, while feeling that eyes 
were upon him ; and before he had done, the maid 
came in for the candle. She waited ; but when he 
got into bed, she told him that he must be quicker 



MlCHAKIiMAS-DAT OVER. 49 

to-morrow night, as she had no time to spare waiting 
for the candle. 

Hugh WRS more tired than he had ever been in his 
life. This had been the longest day he had ever 
known. It seemed more like a week than a day. Yet 
he could not go to sleep. He had forgotten to ask 
Phil to be sure and wake him in time in the morning : 
and now he must keep awake till Phil came, to say 
this. Then, he could not but ask himself whether he 
liked, and should like, being at school as much as he 
expected ; and when he felt how very unlike home it 
was, and how rough everybody seemed, and how Phil 
appeared almost as if he was ashamed of him, instead 
of helping him, he was so miserable he did not know 
what to do. He cried bitterly, — cried till his pillow 
was quite wet, and he was almost choked with his 
grief: for he tried hard not to let his sobs be heard. 
After awhile, he felt what he might do. Though he 
had kneeled he had not really prayed ; and if he had, 
God is never weary of prayers. It was a happy- 
thought to Hugh that his very best friend was with 
him still, and that he might speak to Him at any time. 
He spoke now in his heart ; and a great comfort it 
was. He said — 

" O God, I am all alone here, where nobody knows 
me ; and everything is very strange and uncomforta- 
ble. Please, make people kind to me till I am used 
to them ; and keep up a brave heart in me, if they are 
not. Help me not to mind little things ; but to do my 
lessons well, that I may get to like being a Crofton 
boy, as I thought I should. I love them all at home 
very much — better than I ever did before. Make them 
love me, and think of me every day — particularly Ag- 
nes — that they may be as glad as I shall be when I go 
home at Christmas." 

This was the most of what he had to say ; and he 
dropped asleep with the feeling that God was listen- 
ing to him. 

After d long while, as it seemed to him, though it 

6 
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was only an hour, there was a light and some bustle 
in the room. It was Phil and two others coming to 
bed. 

** O Phil !'' cried Hugh, starting bolt upright and 
winking with sleep, ^* I meant to keep awake, to ask 
you to be sure and call me in the morning, time 
enough-— quite time enough, please." 

The others laughed r and Phil asked whether he 
had not seen the bell, as he came ; and what it should 
be for but to ring everybody up in the morning. 

** But I might not hear it,** pleaded Hugh. 

" Not hear it ! You*ll soon see that." 

** Well, but you will see that I really do wake, 
won't you ?" 

** The bell will take care of that, I tell you," waf 
all he could get from PhU. 



CHAPTER V 

CROFTON PLAT 

Hugh fouDd, in the morning, that there waa jio dan« 
ger of his not hearing the bell. Its clang clang star- 
tled him out of a sound sleep ; and he was on his feet 
on the floor almost before his eyes were open. The 
boys who were more used to the bell did not make 
quite so much haste. They yawned a few times, and 
turned out more slowly ; so that Hugh had the great 
tin wash-basin to himself longer than the rest. There 
was a basin to every three boys ; and, early as Hugh 
began, his companions were impatient long before he 
had done. At first, they waited, in curiosity to see . 
what he was going to do after washing his face ; when 
he went further, they began to quiz ; but when they 
found that he actually thought of washing his feet, 
they hooted and groaned at him for a dirty brat. 

" Diity !" cried Hugh, facing them, amazed, " Dirty 
for washing my feet ! Mother says it is a dirty trick 
not to wash all over every day." 

Phil told him that was stuff and nons^se here. 
There was no room and no time for such home-do- 
ings. The boys all washed their heads and feet on 
Saturdays. H^e would soon find that he might be 
glad to get his face and hands done in the mornings. 

The other boys in the room were, or pretended to 
be, so disgusted with the very idea of washing feet in 
a basin, that they made Hugh rinse and rub out the 
tin basin several times before they would use it, and 
then there was a great bustle to get down stairs at the 
second bell. Hugh pulled his brother's arm, as Phil 
• «v^a brushing out of the rooni, and asked, in a whis- 
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per, whether there would be time to say his prayen. 
** There will be prayers in the school-room. You 
must be in time for them,** said Phil. *'• You had 
better come with me.*' 

'* Do wait one moment, while I just comb my hair." 
Phil fidgeted, and others giggled, while Hugh tried 
to part his hair, as Susan had taught him. He gave 
it up, and left it rough, thinking he would come up 
and do it when there was nobody there to laugh at 
him. 

The school-room looked chilly and dull, as there 
was no sunshine in it till the afternoon ; and still Mr. 
Tooke was not there, as Hugh had hoped he would 
be. Mrs. Watson and the servants came in for 
prayers, which were well read by the lisher ; and 
then everybody went to business : — everybody but 
Hugh and Hult, who had nothing to do. Class after 
class came up for repetition ; and this repetition 
seemed to the new boys an accomplishment they 
should never acquire. They did not think that any 
practice would enable them to gabble, as everybody 
seemed able to gabble here. Hugh had witnessed 
something of it before, — Phil having been wont to 
run off at hdme, ** Sal, Sol, Ren et Splen,*' to the end 
of the passage, for the admiration of his sisters, and 
so much to little Harry's amusement, that Susan, 
however busy she might be, came to listen, and then 
asked him to «ay it again, that cook might hear what 
he learned at school. Hugh now thought that none 
of them gabbled quite so fast as Phil : but he soon 
found out, by a glance or two of Phil's to one side, 
that he was trying to astonish the new boys. It is 
surprising how it lightened Hugh's heart to find that 
his brother did not quite despise, or feel ashamed of 
him, as he had began to think: but that he even took 
pains to show ofi'. He was sorry too, when the 
usher spoke sharply to Phil, and even rapped his head 
with the cane, asking him what he spluttered out his 
nonsense at that rate fcr. Thus ended Phil's display; t 



CROFTON PLAT. 53 

and Hugh felt as hot, and as ready to cry, as if it had 
happened to himself. 

Perhaps the usher saw this ; for when he called 
Hugh up, he was veiy kind. He looked at the Latin 
grammar he had used with Miss Harold, and saw by 
the dogs' ears exactly how far Hugh had gone in it, 
and asked him only what he could answer veiy well. 
Hugh said three declensions, with only one mistake. 
Then he' was shown the part that he was to say to- 
morrow morning; and Hugh walked away, all the 
happier for having something to do, like everybody 
else. He was so little afraid of the usher, that he 
went back to him to ask where he had better sit. 

** Sit ! O ! I suppose you must have a desk, though 
you have nothing to put in it. If there is a spare 
desk, you shall have it : if not, we will find a corner 
for you somewhere." 

Some of the boys whispered that Mrs. Watson's 
footstool, under her apron, would do : but the usher 
overheard this, and observed that it took some people a 
good while to know a new boy ; and that they might 
6nd that a little fellow might be as much of a man as 
a big one. And the usher called the oldest boy in the 
school, and asked him to see if there -vA a desk for 
little Proctor. There was ; and Hugh put into it his 
two or three school-books, and his slate ; ^d felt that 
he was now indeed a Crofton boy. Then, tl^e usher 
was kinder than he had expected ; and he hadistili to 
see Mr. Tooke, of yvhom he was jaot afraid at all. 
So Hugh's spirits rose, and he likeC^he prospect of 
breakfast as well as any boy in the school. 

There was one more rebuff for him, first, however. 
He ran up to his room, to finish combing his hair, 
while the other boys were thronging into the long 
room to breakfast. He found the housemaids there, 
making the beds; and they both cried " Out ! Out I" 
clapped their hands at him, and threatened to tell 
Mrs. Watson of his having broken rules, if he did not 
go this moment., Hugh asked what Mrs. Watsoo 

6* ' 
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would say to his hair, if he went to breakfast with it 
as it was. One of the maids was good-natured 
enough to comb it for him, for once : but she said he 
must carry a comb in his pocket ; as the boys were 
not' allowed to go to their rooms, except at stated 
hours. 

At last, Hugh saw Mr. Tooke. When the boys 
entered school at nine o'clock, the master was at his 
desk. Hugh weDt up to his end of the room, with a 
smiling face, while Tom Holt hung back ; and he 
kept beckoning Tom Holt on, having told him there 
was nothing to be afraid of. But when, at last, Mr. 
Tooke saw them, he made no difference between the 
two, and seemed to forget havmg ever seen Hugh. 
He told them he hoped diey would be good boys, and 
would do credit to Crofton ; and then he asked Mr. 
Carnaby to set them something to learn. And this 
was all they had to do with Mr. Tooke for a long 
while. 

This morning in school, from nine till twelve, 
seemed the longest morning these little boys had ever 
known. When they remembered that the afternoon 
would be as^long, and every morning and afternoon 
for three months, their hearts sank. Perhaps, if any 
one had told them that the time would grow shorter 
and shorter by use, and at last, when they had plenty 
to do, almost too short, they would not have believed 
it, because they could not yet feel it. But what they 
now found was only what every boy and girl finds, 
on beginning school, or entering upon any new way 
of life. 

Mr. Carnaby, who was busy with others, found it 
rath#r diflUcult to fill up their time. When Hugh had 
said some Latin, and helped his companion to learn 
his first Latin lesson, and both had written a copy, 
and done a sum, Mr. Carnaby could not spare them 
any more time or thought, and told them they might 
do what they liked, if they only kept quiet, till 
•ohool was up. So they made out the ridiculous 
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figures which somebody had carved upon their desks, 
aud the verses, half-rubbed out, which were scribbled 
inside : and then they reckoned, on their slates, how 
many days there were before the Christmas holydays ; 
— how many school-days, and how many Sundays. 
And then Hugh began to draw a steamboat in the 
Thames, as seen from the leads of his father's house ; 
while Holt drew on his slate the ship in which he 
came over from India. But befQi^fethey had done, the 
clock struck twelve, school was up, and there was a 
general rush into the playground. 

Now Hugh was really to see the country. Except 
that the sun had shone pleasantly into his room in the 
morning, through waving trees, nothing had yet oc- 
curred to make him feel that he was in the country. 
Now however he was in the open air, with trees 
sprinkled all over the landscape, and green fieldp 
stretching away, and the old church tower half- cover- 
ed with ivy. Hugh screamed with pleasure; and 
nobody thought it odd, for almost eveiy boy was 
shouting. Hugh longed to pick up some of the shin- 
ing brown chestnuts which he had seen yesterday io 
the road, under the trees; and he was now cantering 
away to the spot, when Phil ran after him, and 
roughly stopped him, saying he would get into a fine 
scrape for the lirst day, if he went out of bounds. 

Hugh had forgotten there was such things as 
bounds, and was not at all glad to be reminded of 
them now. He sighed as he begged Phil to show 
him exactly where he might go an(f where he might 
not. Phil did so in an impatient way, and then was 
off to trap- ball, because his party were waiting for 
him. 

The chestnut-trees overhung one corner of the play- 
ground, within the paling ; and in that corner Hugh 
found several chestnuts which had burst their sheaths, 
and lay among the first fallen leaves. He pocketed 
them with great delight, wondering that nobody had 
been before him to secure such a treasure. Agnes 
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should have some ; and little Harry would find them 
nice playthings. They looked good to eat too ; and 
he thought he could spare one to taste : so he took 
out his knife, cut off the point of a fine swelling 
chestnut, and tasted a bit of the inside. Just as he 
was making a face over it, and wondering that it was 
so nasty, when those which his father roasted in the 
fireshovel on Christmasday were so good, he heard 
laughter behind hipi, and found that he was again 
doing something ridiculous, though he knew not 
what ; and in a moment poor Hugh was as unhappy 
as ever. 

He ran away from the laughing boys, and went 
quite to the opposite comer of the playground, where 
a good number of his school-fellows were playing 
baU under the orchard wall. Hugh ran hither and 
thither, like the rest, trying to catch the ball ; but he 
never could do it ; and he was jostled, and thrown down, 
and another boy fell over him ; and he was told that he 
knew nothing about play, and had better move off. 

He did so, with a heavy heart, wondering how he 
was ever to be like the other boys, if nobody would 
take him in hand, and teach him to play, or even let 
him learn. Remembering what his mother expected 
of him, he tried to sing, to prevent crying, and began 
to count the pales round the playground, for some- 
thing to do. This presently brought him to a tree 
which stood on the very boundary, its trunk serving 
instead of two or three pales. It was only a twisted 
old apple-tree ; but the more twisted and gnarled it 
was, the more it looked like a tree that Hugh could 
climb ; and he had always longed to climb a tree. 
Glancing up, he saw a boy already there, sitting oo 
the fork of two branches, reading. 

•* Have you a mind to come up ?" asked the boy. 

** Yes, sir, I should like to try to climb a tree. 1 
never did." 

** Weil, this is a good one to begin with. 1*11 lend 
you a hand ; shall I ?" 
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"Thank you, sir.'' 

"Don't call me ' sir.' I'm only a school-boy, like 
you. I am Dan Firth.' Call me Firth, as I am the 
only one of the name here. You are little Proctor, I 
think, — Proctor's brother." 

" Yes : but, Firth, I shall pull you down, if I slip." 

" Not you : but I'll come down, and so send you up 
to my seat, which is the safest to begin with. Stand 
off!" 

Firth swung himself down, and then, showing 
Hugh where to plant his feet, and propping him when 
he wanted it, he soon seated him on the fork, and 
laughed goodnaturedly when Hugh waved his cap 
over his head, on occasion of being up in a tree. He 
let him get down and up again several times, till he 
could do it quite alone, and felt that he might have a 
seat here whenever it was not occupied by any one 
else. 

While Hugh sat in the branches, venturing to leave 
hol(^ with one hand, that he might fan his hot face 
with his cap. Firth stood on the rail of the palings, 
holding by the tree, and talking to him. Firth told 
him that this was the only tree the boys were allowed 
to climb, since Ned Reeve had fallen from the great 
ash, and hurt his spine. He showed what trees he 
had himself climbed before that accident ; and it made 
Hugh giddy to think of being within eight feet of the 
top of the lofty elm in the church-yard, which Firth 
had thought nothing of mounting. 

" Did anybody teach you?'* asked Hugh. 

" Yes ; my father taught me to climb, when I was 
younger than you." 

" And had you anybody to teach you games and 
things, when you came here ?" 

" No : but 1 had learned a good deal of that before 
I came ; and so 1 subn fell into the ways here. Have 
you anybody to teach you ?" 

" No ^yes why, no. I thought Phil would 

h^e showed me things; but he does not seem to 
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mind me at all/' And Hugh bit his lip, and fanned 
himself faster, 
y ** Ah ! he attends to you more than you think." 

•• Does he ? Then why— but what good does it 
do me ?" 

*^ What good ? His holding off makes you push 
your own way. It lets you make friends for your- 
self." 

*^ I have no friends here," said Hugh. 

"Yes, you have. Here am I. You would not 
have had me, if you had been at P^roctor's heels at 
this moment." 

" Will you be my friend, then ?" 

. " That I will." 

" What, a great boy like you, that sits reading in a 
tree ! But I may read here beside you. You said 
theie was room for two." 

" Ay ; but you must not use it yet — at least, not 
often, if you wish to do well here. Eveiybody knows 
that I can play at anything. From the time I became » 
captain of the wall at fives, I have had liberty to do 
what I like, without question. But you must show 
that you are up to play, before they will let you read 
•in peace and quiet." 

" But how can I, if if " 

" Once show your spirit — prove that you can shift 
for yourself, and you will find Phil open out wonder- 
fully. He and you will forget all his shyness then. 
Once show him that he need not be ashamed of 
you " 

** Ashamed of me !" cried Hugh, firing up. 

"Yes. Little boys are looked upon as girls in a 
school, till they show that they are httle men. And 
then again, you have been brought up with girls, 
have not you ?" 

" To be sure; and so was he." 

" And half the boys here, I dare say. Well, they 
are called Bettys till^ " 

** I am not a Betty !" cried Hugh, flashing again. 
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" Thev suppose you are, because you part your 
hair, and do as you have beeu used to do at home." 

*» What business have they with my hair ? I might 
as well call them Bruios for wearing theirs shaggy." 

" Very true. They will let you and your hair 
alone when they see what you are made of; and then 

Phil wUl " 

^' He will own me when I don*t want it ; and now, 
when he might help me, there he is, far off, never 
caring about what becomes of me!" 

**0 yes, he does. He is watching you all the 
time. Vou and he will have it all out some day be- 
fore Christmas, and then you will see how he really 
cares about you. Really your hair is very long — too 
like a girPs. Shall I cut it for you ?" 

** I should like it," said Hu^h ; ** but I don't want 
the boys to think I am afraid of them ; or to begin 
giving up to them." 

" You are right there. We will let it alone now, 
and cut it when it suits our convenience." 

** What a nice place this is, to be sure!" cried 

Hugh, as the feeling of loneliness went off. **But 

the rooks do not make so much noise as I expected." 

** You will find what they can do in that way when 

pring comes — ^when they are building." 

**And when may we go out upon the heath, and 
tto the fields where the lambs are ?" 
*' We go long walks on Saturday aflemoons ; but you 
t not expect to see young lambs in October, do you ?" 
** O, I forgot. J never can remember the seasons 
things." 

* That shows you are a Londoner. You will 

n all those things here. If you look for hares in 

/walks, you may chance to see one ; or you may 

- a pheasant : but take care you don*t mention 

«, or goslings, or cowslips, or any spring things ; 

m will never hear the last of it." 

Thank you : but what will poor Holt do ? He it 

India, and he knows veiy little about our ways.'* 
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" They may laugh at him ; but they will not de- 
spise him, as they might a Londoner. Bemg an In- 
dian, and being a Londoner, are very different things.** 

" And yet how proud the Londoners are over the 
country ! It is very odd." 

** People are proud of their own ways all the wor i 
over. You will be proud of being a Crofton boy, by- 
and-by." 

** Perhaps I am now, a little,** said Hugh, blushing. 

** What, already ! Ah, you will do, I see. — I have 
known old people proUd of their age, and young peo- 
ple of their youth. I have seen poor people proud of 
their poverty ; and everybody has seen rich people 
proud of their wealth. I have seen happy people 
proud of their pro8])erity, and the afflicted proud of 
their afflictions. Yes ; people can always manage to 
be proud: so you have boasted of being a Londoner 
up to this time : and from this time you will hold your 
head hi^rh as a Crofton boy.** 

*' How long ? Till when ?** 

"Ah! till when? What next? What do you 
mean to be afterward ?** 

" A soldier, or a sailor, or a great traveller, or some- 
thing of that kind. I mean to go quite round the 
world, like Captain Cook.** 

** Then you will come home, proud of having 
been round the world ; and you will meet with some 
old neighbor who boasts of having spent all his life in 
the house he was bom in.** 

♦* Old Mr. Dixon told mother that of himself, veiy 
lately. O dear ! how often does the postman come ?** 

" V ou want a letter from home, do you ?. But you 
left them only yesterday morning.** 

" I don't know how to believe that — it seems such an 
immense time ! But when does the postman come ?** 

" Any day when he has letters to bring — at about 
four in ihe afternoon. We see him come, from the 
Bchool-room ; but we* do not know who the letters 
are for till school breaks up at five.** 
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** O dear !*' cried Hugh, thinking what (he sus- 
pense must be, and the disap{)ointment at last to twen- 
ty boys, perhaps, for one that was gratified. Firth 
advised him to write a letter home before he began to 
expect one. If he did not like to ask the usher, he 
himself would rule the paper for him, and he could 
write a bit at a time, after his lessons were done in 
the evening, till the sheet was full. 

Hugh then told his grievance about the usher, and 
Firth thought that though it was not wise in Hugh 
to prate about Crofton on the top of the coach, it was 
worse to sit by and listen without warning, unless the 
listener meant to hold his own tongue. But he fan- 
cied the usher had since heard something which made 
him sorry ; and the best way now was for Hugh to 
bear no malice, and remember nothing more of the 
affair than to be discreet in his future journeys. 

"What is the matter there?'* cried Hugh. "O 
dear ! something very terrible must have happened. 
How that boy is screaming !" 

" It is only Lamb again," replied Firth. " You 
will soon get used to his screaming. He is a very 
passionate boy — I never saw such a passionate fel- 
low." 

"But what are they doing to him ?" 

" Somebody is putting him into a passion, I sup- 
pose. There is always somebody to do that." 

** What a shame !" cried Hugh. 

*♦ Yes : I see no wit in it," replied Firth. " Any- 
body may do it. You have only to hold your little 
finger up to put him in a rage." 

Hugh thought Firth was rather cool about the 
matter. But Firth was not so cool when the throng 
opened for a moment, and showed what was really 
done to the angry boy. Only his head appeared above 
ground. His school-fellows had put him into a hole 
they had dug, and had filled it up to his chin, stamp- 
ing down the earth, so that the boy was perfectly 
helpless, while wild with rage. 

6 
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" That is too bad !" cried Firth. " That would 
madden a saint." 

** And he jumped down from the paling, and ran 
toward the crowd. Hugh, forgetting his height from 
the ground, stood up in the tree, almost as angry as 
Lamb himself, and staring with all his might, to see 
what he could. He saw Firth making his way 
through the crowd, evidently remonstrating, if not 
threatening. He saw him snatch a spade from a boy 
who was flourishing it in Lamb's face. He saw that 
Firth was digging, though half-a-dozen boys had 
thrown themselves on his back, and hung on his arms. 
He saw that Firth persevered till Lamb had got his 
right ann out of the ground, and was striking every- 
where vv;ithin reach. Then he saw Firth dragged 
down and away, while the boys made a circle round 
Lamb, putting a foot or hand within his reach, and 
then snatching it away again, till the boy yelled with 
rage at the mockery. 

Hugh could look on no longer. He scrambled 
down from the tree, scampered to the spot, burst 
through the throng, and seized Lamb's hand. Lamb 
struck him a heavy blow, taking him for an enemy ; 
but Hugh cried ** I am your friend," seized his hand 
again, and tugged till he was first red and then black 
in the face, and till Lamb had worked his shoulders 
out of the hole, and seemed likely to have the use of 
his other arm in a trice. 

Lamb's tormenters at first let Hugh alone in amaze- 
ment ; but they were not long in growing angry with 
him too. They hustled him — they pulled him aU 
ways — they tripped him up; but Hugh's spirit was 
roused, and that brought his body up to the struggle 
again and again. lie wrenched himself free, he 
scrambled to his feet again, as often as he was thrown 
down ; and in a few minutes he had plenty of sup- 
port. Phil was taking his part, and shielding him 
from many blows. Firth had got Lamb out of the 
hole ; and the party agadnet the tormentors was now 
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SO strong that they began to part off till the struggle 
ceased. Firth kept his grasp of the spade; for 
Lamb's passion still ran so high that there was no 
saying what might be the consequences of leaving 
any dangerous weapon within his reach. He was 
still fuming and stamping. Hugh gazing at him the 
while in wonder and fear. 

** There stands your defender, Lamb/' said Firth, 
'* thinking he never saw a boy in a passion before. 
Come, have done with it for his sake : be a man, as 
be is. Here, help me to fill up this hole — both of 
you. Stamp down the earth, Lamb. Tread it well— 
tread your anger well down into it. Think of this little 
friend of yours here — a Crofton boy only yesterday !" 

Lamb did help to fill the hole, but he did not say a 
word — not one word to aqybody, till the dinner-bell 
rang. Then, at the pump, where the party were 
washing their hot and dirty and bruised hands, he 
held out his hand to Hugh, muttering with no very 
' good grace 

" I don't know what made you help me, but I will 
never be in a passion with ypu ; unless you put me 
out, that is." 

Hugh replied that he had come to help because he 
never could bear to see anybody made worse. He al- 
ways tried at home to keep the little boys and girls 
off " drunk old Tom," as he was called in the neigh- 
borhood. It was such a shame to make anybody 
worse! Lamb looked as if he was going to fly at 
Hugh now; but Firth put his arm round Hugh's 
neck, and drew him into the house, saying in his ear— 
' " Don't say more that you have no friends here. 
You have me for one ; and you might have had an- 
other — two in one morning — but for your plain speak- 
ing about drunk old Tom." 

** Did I say any harm ?" 

**No — no harm," replied Firth, laughing. "You 
will do, my boy, when you have got through a few 
■crapes. I'm your friend, at any rate." 



CHAPTER VI. 

FIRST RAMBLE. 

HuGH*s afternoon lessons were harder than those 
of the morning ; and in the evening he found he had 
so much to do that tljere was very little time left for 
writing his letter home. Some time there was, how- 
ever ; and Firth did not forget to rule his paper, and 
to let Hugh use his ink. Hugh had been accustomed 
to copy tlie prints he found in the Voyages and Trav- 
els he read ; and he could never see a picture of a 
savage but he wanted to copy it. He was thus accus- 
tomed to a pretty free use of his slate-pencil. He 
now thought that it would save a great deal of descrip- 
tion if he sent a picture or two in his letter ; so he . ^ 
flourished off, oa the first page, a sketch of Mr. Tooke 
sitting at his desk at the top of the school, and of Mr. 
Camaby standing at his desk at the bottom of the 
school. 

The next evening he made haste to fill up the sheet, 
for he found bis business increasing upon his hands so 
fast that he did not know when he should get his let- 
ter off, if he did not despatch it at once. He was just 
folding it up when Tom Holt observed that it was a 
pity not to put some words into the mouths of the 
figures, to make them more animated ; and he showed 
Hugh, by the curious carvings of their desks, how to 
put words into the mouths of figures. Hugh then 
- remembered having seen this done in the caricatures 
in the print-shops in London, and he seized on the 
idea. He put into Mr. Tooke's mouth the words 
which were oftenest heard from him, " Proceed, gen- 
Jemen ;" and into Mr. Camaby's, " Hold your din." 

Firth was too busy with his sense-verses to mind 
the little boys, as they giggled, with their heads close 
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together over Hugh's sheet of paper ; but the ushei 
was never too busy to brf aware of any fun yrhich 
might possibly concern his dignity. He had his eye 
on the new boys the whole while. He let Hugh di- 
rect his letter, and paint up a stroke or two which did 
not look so well as the rest ; and it was not till Hugh 
was rolling the wafer about on his tongue that he in- 
terfered. Mr. Carnaby then came up, tapped Hugh's 
head, told him not to get on so fast, for that every let- 
ter must be looked over before it went to the post. 
While saying this, he tookthe letter, and put it into his 
waistcoat pocket. In vain Hugh begged to have it 
again, saying he would write another. The more he 
begged, and the more dismayed Tom Holt looked, the 
less Mr. Carnaby would attend to either. Firth let 
himself be interrupted to hear the case : but he could 
do nothing in it. It was a general rule, which he 
thought every boy had known : and it was too late 
now to prevent the letter being looked over. 

Mr. Carnaby was so an^ry at the liberty Hugh had 
taken with his face and figure, that, in spite of all 
'prayers, and a good many tears, he walked up the 
school with the letter, followed by poor Hugh, as soon 
as Mr. Tooke had taken his seat next morning. Hugh 
thought that tiolt, who had put him up to the most 
offensive part of the pictures, might have borne him 
company ; but Holt was a timid boy, and he really 
had not courage to leave his seat. So Hugh stood 
alone, awaiting Mr. Tooke's awful words, while the 
whole of the first class looked up from their books, in 
expectation of what was to happen. They waited 
some time for the master's words ; for he was trying 
to help laughing. He and Mr. Carnaby were so much 
alike in the pictures, and both so like South Sea 
islanders, that it was imppssible to help laughing at 
the thought of this sketch going abroad as a represen- 
tation of the Crofton masters. At last, all parties 
laughed aloud, and Mr. Tooke handed 'Hugh his' 
wafer-glass, and bade him wafer up his letter, and bv 

6* 
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all means send it. Mr. Carnaby could not remain of* 
fended, if his principal was not angry ; so here the 
matter ended, except that Hugh made some strong 
resolutions about his future letters ; and that the cor- 
ners of the master's mouth were seen to be out of 
their usual order several times in the course of the 
morning. 

This incident, and everything which haunted 
Hugh's mind, and engrossed his attention, was a seri- 
ous evil to him; for his business soon grew to be 
more than his habit of mind was equal to. - In a few 
days, he learned to envy the boys (and they were al- 
most the whole school) who could fix their attention 
completely and immediately on the work bef9re them, 
and relax as completely when it was accomplished. 
When his eyes were wandering, they observed boy 
after boy frowning over his dictionary, or repeating to 
himself earnestly and without pause ; and presently 
the business was done, and the learner at ease, feeling 
confident that he was ready to meet his master. After 
double the time had passed, Hugh was still trying to 
get the meaning of his lesson into his head — going 
over the same words a dozen times, withbut gaining 
any notion of their meaning — ^suffering, in short, from 
his long habit of inattention at home. He did now 
try hard ; but he seemed to get only headaches for his 
pains. His brother saw enough to make him very 
sorry for Hugh, before ten days were over. He might 
not, perhaps, have been struck with his anxious coim- 
tenance, his frequent starts, and his laying his head 
down on his desk because it ached so, if it had not 
been for what happened at night. Sometimes Hugh 
started out of bed, and began to dress, when the elder 
boys went up with their light, only an hour after the 
younger ones. Sometimes he would begin saying his 
syniax in the middle of the night, fancying he was 
standing before Mr. Carnaby,; and once, he walked in 
his sleep as far as the head of the stairs, and then sud- 
denly woke, and could not make out where he was. 
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PhH should have told Mr. Tooke of these thiogs ; but 
Hugh was so very anxious that nobody should know 
of his-*' tricks'' (as the boys in his room called his 
troubles), that Phil only mentioned the matter to 
Mrs. Watson, who had known so many bad sleepers 
among little boys, and had so little idea that the habit 
was anything new, that she took scarcely any notice 
of it. She had his hair cut very short and close, and 
saw that he took a very moderate supper, and was sat- 
isfied that all would be well. Hugh did not part with 
his hair till he had joked himself about its length, as 
much as any one could quiz him for it. When he 
had pulled it down over the end of his nose, and 
peeped through it, like an owl out of an ivy-bush, he 
might be supposed to part with it voluntarily, and not 
because he was laughed at. 

PhiPs observation of his brother's toil and trouble 
led him to give him some help. Almost every day 
he would hear Hugh say his lesson, — or try to say it; 
for the poor boy seldom succeeded. Phil sometimes 
called him stupid, and sometimes refrained from say- 
ing so, whatever he might think ; but there really was 
very little difference in the result ; whether Phil heard 
the lessons beforehand or not ; and it gave Joe Cape 
a great advantage over Phil that he had no little broth- 
er to attend to. Considering how selfish rivalship 
is apt to make boys (and even men), it was perhaps no 
wonder that Phil sometimes kept out of Hugh's way 
at the right hour, saying to himself that his proper 
business was to do his lessons, and get or keep ahead 
of Joe Cape : and that Hugh must take his chance, 
and work his own way, as o^her boys had to do. This 
conduct might not be wondered at in Phil ; but it hurt 
Hugh, and made him do his lessons all the worse. He 
did not like to expose his brother^s unkindness to any 
one, or he would oftener have asked Firth to help 
him. Firth, too, had plenty of work of his own to 
do. More than once, however. Firth met the little 
lad, wandering about, with his grammar in his hand 



CS THE CROFTON BOTS. 

in search of the hidden Phil ; and then Firth would 
stop him, and sit down with him, and have patience, 
and give him such clear explanations, such good ex- 
amples of* the rules he was to learn, th«it it all became 
easy, and Hu^h found his lessons were to him only 
what those of other boys seemed to them. Still, 
however, and at the best, Hugh Wcis, as a learnei, far 
too much at the mercy of circumstances. — the victim 
of what passed before his eyes, or was said within his 
hearing. 

Boys who find difficulty in attending to their lesisons 
are sure to be more teased with interruptions than any 
others. Holt had not the habit of learning ; and he 
and Hugh were continually annoyed by the boys who 
sat near them watching how they got on, and making 
remarks upon them. One day, Mr. Tooke was called 
out of the school-room to a visiter, and Mr. Carnaby 
went up to take his master's place, and hear his class. 
Til is was too good an opportunity for the boys below 
to let slip; and they began to play tricks, — most of 
them directed against Hugh and Tom Holt. One 
boy, Warner, began to make the face that always 
made Holt laugh» however he tried to be grave. Page 
drew a caricature of Mrs. Watson on his slate, and 
held it up; and Davison took a mask out of his desk, 
and even ventured to tie it on, as if it had not been 
school-time. 

*' I declare I can't learn my lesson, — 'tis too bad !" 
cried Hugh. 

" 'Tis a shame !" said Tom Holt, sighing for breath 
after his struggle not to laugh. " We shall never be 
ready." 

Hugh made gestures of indignation at the hoys, 
1 which only caused worse faces to be made, and the 
m:isk to nod. 

*' We won't look at them," proposed Holt. " Let 
us cover our eyes, and not look up at all." 

Hugh put his hands before his eyts; but still his 
mind's eye saw the grinnmg mask aii^Yvv^ \^SiS.Qx^d\d 
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not get on. Besides, a piece of wet sponge lighted 
on the very page he was learning from. He looked 
up fiercely to see who had thrown it. It was no other 
than Tooke, who belonged to that class ; — it was 
Tooke, to judge by his giggle, and his pretending to 
hide his face, as if ashamed. Hugh tossed back the 
sponge, so as to hit Tooke on the nose. Then Tooke ^ 
was angiy, and threw it again, and the sponge passed 
backward and forward several times ; for Hugh was 
by this time very angry, — boiling with indignation at 
the hardship of not being able to learn his lesson, 
when he really would if he could. While the sponge 
was still passing to and fro, Mr. Camaby*s voice was 
k heard from the far end of the room, desiring Warner, 
Page, Davison, and Tooke, to be quiet, and let the boys 
alone till Mr. Tooke came in, when Mr. Tooke would 
take his own measures. 

Hugh, wondering how Mr. Carnaby knew, at that 
distance, what was going on, found that Holt was no 
longer by his side. In a moment. Holt returned to 
his seat, flushed and out of breath. A very slight hiss 
was heard from every form near, as he came down the 
room. 

»*0! Holt! you have been telling tales!*' cried 
Hugh. 

** Telling tales !" exclaimed Holt, in consternation, 
for Holt knew nothing of school ways. "I never 
thought of that. They asked me to tell Mr. Carnaby 
that we could not leiirn our lessons." 

*.* They ! who ? I am sure I never asked you." 

** No ; you did not : but Harvey, and Prince did, 
and Gillingham. They said Mr. Carnaby would 
soon make those fellows quiet ; and they told me to 
go." 

** You hear! They are calling you * tell-tale.* That 
will be your name now. Oh, Holt ! you should not 
have told tales. However, I will stand by you," 
Hugh continued, seeing tlie^ terror that Holt WAa aw. 

"I meant no harm." «ai'i W^.u. trpmbWns. ^^-^^a 
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not it a shame, that they would not let us learn our 
lesaons ?** 

" Yes, it waa— but " 

At this moment Mr. Tooke entered the room. As 
he passed the forms, the boys were all bent over their 
books, as if they could think of nothing else. Mr. 
Tooke walked up the room to his desk, and Mr. Car- 
naby walked down the room to ^i« desk; and then Mr. 
Carnaby said, quite aloud. 

" Mr. Tooke, sir." 

" Well." 

Here Holt sprang from his desk, and ran to the 
osher, and besought him not to say a word about 
what Warner*s class had been doing. He even hung i 
on Mr. Carnaby's arm in entreaty ; but Mr. Carnaby 
shook him off, and commanded him back to his seat. 
Then the whole school heard Mr. Tooke told about 
the wry faces and the mask, and the trouble of the 
little boys. Mr. Tooke was not often angry ; but 
when he was, his face grew white, and his lips trem- 
bled. His face was white now. He stood up, and 
called before him the little boy who had informed. 
Hugh chose to go with Holt, though Holt had not 
gone up with him about the letter, the other day; 
and Holt felt how kind this was. Mr. Tooke desired 
to knew who the offenders were ; and as they were 
named, he called to them to stand up in their places. 
Then came the sentence. Mr. Tooke would never 
forgive advantage being taken of his absence, if 
there were boys who could not be trusted while his 
back was turned, they must be made to remember 
him when he was out of sight, by punishment. Page 
was to remain in school after hours, to learn twenty 
lines of Virgil; Davison twenty ; Tooke forty 

Here everybody looked round to see how Tooke 
bore his father being so angry with him. 

** Please, sir," cried one boy, " I saw little Proctor 
throw a sponge at Tooke. He did it twice," 
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** Never mind !" answered Tooke. " I threw U at 
him first. It is my sponge.** 

** And Warner," continued the master, aa iC h&Uad 
not heard the interruption, " considering that Warner 
has got off too easily for many pranks oC laJte— War- 
ner seventy.** 

Seventy ! The idea of having anybody conc^eom- 
ed, through him, to learn seventy Ijnes of I^atin by 
heart, made Holt so miserable, that the word seventy 
seemed really to prick his very ears. Though Mr. 
Tooke*s face was still white, H[olt ventured up to 
him — 

** Pray, sir ** 

*' Not a word of iuterceesion for those boys !*' said 
the miister. " I will uot hear s^ word in their favor.** 

" Then, sir '' 

*» Well.** 

** I only want to say, then, that Proctor told no 
tales, sir. I did not mean any harm, sir, but I told 
because !■■■ * * 

" Never mmd that,** cried Hugh, afraid that he 
would now he telling of Harvey, Prince, and GiUing- 
ham, who had persuaded him to go up. 

*' I have nothing to do with that. That is your af- 
fair," said the master, sending the boys back to their 
seats. 

Poor Holt had cause to rue this morning, for long 
after. He was weary of the sound of hissing, and 
of the name " tell-tale ;** and the very boys who had 
prompted him to go up were at first silent, ^nd then 
joined against him. He complained to Hugh of the 
difficulty of knowing what it was right to do. He 
had b6en angry on Hugh's account chiefly ; and he 
still thought it was very unjust to hinder their lessons, 
when they wished not to be idle ; and yet they were 
all treating him as if he had done something worse 
than the boys with the mask. 

H ugh thought all this was true ;/ but he believed it 
was settled among the schoolboys (though Holt had 
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neyer had the opportunity of knowing it) that it was 
a braver thing for boys to bear any teasing from one 
another than to call in the power of the master to 
help. A boy who did that was supposed not to be 
able to take care of himself: and for this he was de- 
spised, besides being disliked, for having brought pun- 
ishment upon his companions. 

Holt wished Hugh had not been throwing sponges 
at the time : he wished Hugh had prevented his go- 
ing up. He would take good care how he told tades 
again. 

** You had better say so,*' advised Hugh ; ** and 
then they will see that you had never been at school, 
and did not know how to manage.*' 

The first Saturday had been partly dreaded, and 
part^ly longed for, by Hugh. He had longed for the 
afternoon's ramble ; but Saturday morning was the 
time for saying tables, among other things. Nothing 
happened as he had expected. The afternoon was so 
rainy that there was no going out : and, as for the ta- 
bles, he was in a class of five ; and *' four times seven" 
did not come to him in regular course. Eight times 
seven did, and he said ** fifty-six'* with great satisfac- 
tion. Mr. Camaby asked him afterwaxd the dreaded 
question, but he was on his guard ; and as he answer- 
ed it right, and the usher had not found out the joke, 
he hoped he should hear no more of the matter. 

The next Saturday was fine, and at last he was to 
have the walk he longed for. The weekly repetitions 
were over, dinner was done, Mr. Camaby appeared 
with his hat on, the whole throng burst into the open 
air, and out of bounds, and the new boys were wild 
with expectation and delight. When they had pass- 
ed the churchyard and the green, and were, wading 
through the sandy road which led up to the heath, 
Firth saw Hugh running and leaping hither and 
thither, not knowing what to do with his spirits. 
Firth called him, and putting his arm round Hugh's 
Beck, so as to keep him prisoner, said he did not 
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know how he might want his strength before he got 
home, and he had better not spend it on a bit of sandy 
road. So Hugh was made to walk quietly, and gain- 
ed his breath before the breezy heath was reached. 

On the way, he saw that a boy of the name of 
Dale, whom he had never particularly observed before, 
was a good deal teased by some boys who kept cross- 
ing their hands before them, and courtesying like girls, 
talking in a mincing way, and calling one another 
Amelia, with great affectation. Dale tried to get 
away, but he was followed, whichever way he turned. 

" What do they mean by that V* inquired Hugh of 
Firth. 

** Dale has a sister at a school not far off, and her 
name is Amelia; and she came to see him to-day. 
Ah ! you have not found out yet that boys are laugh- 
ed at about their sietters, particularly if the girls have 
fine names.** 

" What a shame !" cried Hugh ; words which he 
had used very often already since he came to Crofton, 

He broke from Firth, ran up to Dale, and said to 
him, in a low voice, 

** I have two sisters, and one of them is called 
Agnes." 

** Don*t let them come to see you, then, or these 
fellows will quiz you as they do me. As if I could 
help having a sister Amelia !" ' 

** Why, you are not sorry for that ? You would 
not wish your sister dead, or not bom, would you ?" 

** No ; but I wish she was not hereabout ; that is, I 
wish' she had not oome up to the pales, with the 
maid-servant behind her, for everybody to see. And 
then, when Mr. Tooke sent us into the orchard to- 
gether, some spies were peeping over the wall at us 
^1 the time." 

" I only wish Agnes would come," cried Hugh, 
** and I would " 

** Ah! you think so now; buv, depend upon it, you 
would like much better to see her at home. Why, 

7 
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her name is finer than mj sister's ! I wonder what 
girls ever hare such names for ?'' 

** I don't see that these names are finer than some 
boys* names. There's Frazer, is not his name Colin ? 
And then there's Hercules Fisticuff—-" 

** Why vou know — to be sure you know that is a 
nickname f" said Dale. 

«*Isit? I never thought of that,'* replied Hugh. 
" What is his real name f" 

** Samuel Jones. However, there is Colin Frazer 
—and Fry, his name is Augustus Adolphus ; I will 
play them off the next time they quiz Amelia. How 
old is your sister Agnes ?" 

Then the two boys wandered off among the furze 
bushes, talking about their homes; and in a little 
while, they had so opened their hearts to each other, 
that they felt as if they had always been friends. 
Nobody thought any more about them when once 
the whole school was dispersed over the heath. Some 
boys made for a hazel copse, some way beyond the 
heath, in hopes of finding a few nuts already ripe. 
Others had boats to float on the pond. A large num- 
ber played leapfrog, and some ran races. Mr. Carna- 
by threw himself down on a soft couch of wild 
thyme, on a rising ground, and took out his book. 
So Dale and Hugh felt themselves unobserved, and 
they chatted away at a great rate. 

Not but that an interruption or two did occur. 
They fell in with a flock of geese, and Hugh did not 
much like their appearance, never having heard a 
goose make a noise before. He had eaten roast goose, 
and he had seen geese in the feathers at the poulterers' ; 
but he had never seen them alive, and stretching their 
necks at passengers. He flinched at the first mo- 
ment. Dale, who never imagined that a boy who 
was not afraid of his schoolfellows could be afraid of 
geese, luckily mistook the movement, and said, 

** Ay, get a switch— a bunch of fhrze will do, and 
we will be hd of the noisy things." 
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He drove them away, and Hugh had now learned* 
for ever, how much noise geese can make, and how 
Uttle they are to be feared. 

They soon came upon some creatures which were 
larger and stronger, and with which Hugh was 'no 
better acquainted. Some cows were grazing, gor had 
been grazing till a party of boys came up. They 
were now restless, moving uneasily about, so that 
Dale himself hesitated for a moment which way to 
go. Lamb was near — the passionate boy, who was 
nobody's friend, and who was therefore seldom at play 
with others. He was also something of a coward, as 
any one might know from hb frequent bullying. He 
and^olt happened to be together at this time ; and it 
was their appearance of fright at the restless cows 
which frightened Hugh. One cow at last began to 
trot toward them at a pretty good rate. Lamb ran 
off to the right, and the two little boys after him, 
though Dale pulled at Hugh's hand to make him 
stand still, as Dale chose to do himself. He pulled in 
vain — Hugh burst away, and off went the three boys, 
over the hillocks and through the furze, the cow trot- 
ting at some distance behind. They did not pause 
till Lamb had led them off the heath into a hollow 
way — a deep lane, different from the one by which 
they had come. The cow stopped at a patch of par- 
ticularly green grass, just at the entrance of the hol- 
low way ; and the runners therefore could take breath. 

" Now we are here," said Lamb, "I will show you 
a nice place — a place where we can get something 
nice. How thirsty I am !" 

** And so am I," declared Holt, smacking his dry 
tongue. Hugh's mouth was very dry too, between 
the run and the fright. 

" Well, then, come along with me, and I will show 
you," said Lamb. 

Hugh thought they ought not to go farther from 
the heath: but Lamb said they would get back by 
another way — thr-^ugh a gate belonging to a friend of 
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his. They could not get back the way they came, 
because the cor\v was there still. 

He walked briskly on till they came to a cottage, 
over whose door swung a sign : and on the sign was 
a painting of a bottle and a glass, and a heap of things 
which were probably meant for cakes, as there were 
cakes in the window. Here Lamb turned in, and the 
woman seemed to know him well. She smiled, and 
closed the door behind the three boys, and asked them 
to sit down ; but Lamb said there was no tiiue for 
that to'-day — she must be quick. He then told the 
boys that they would have some ginger-beer. 

"But may we?" asked the little boys. 

"To be sure; who is to prevent us? You shall 
see how you like ginger-beer when you are thirsty." 

The woman declared that it was the most whole- 
some thing in the world : and if the young gentle- 
man did not find it so, she would never ask him to 
taste her ginger-beer again. Hugh thanked them 
both : but he did not feel quite comfortable. He 
looked at Holt, to find out what he thought : but 
Holt was quite engrossed with watching the woman 
untwisting the wire of the first bottle. The cork did 
not fiy ; indeed there was some difificulty in getting it 
out : so Lamb waived his right, as the eldest, to drink 
first ; and the little boys were so long in settling 
which shculd have it, that the little spirit there was 
had all gone off before Hugh began to drink ; and he 
did not find ginger-beer such particularly good stuff 
as Lamb had said. He would have liked a drink of 
water better. The next bottle was very brisk ; so 
Lamb seized upon it ; and the froth hung round his 
mouth when he had done ; but Holt was no better off 
with his than Hugh had been. They were both 
urged to try their luck again. Hugh would not: 
but Holt iid once; and Lamb two or three times 
Then the woman offered them some^ cakes upon a 
plate ; and the little boys thanked her, and took each 
one. Lamb put some in his pocket, and advised the 
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Others to do the same, as they had no time lo spare. 
He kept some room in his pocket, however, for some 
plums ; and told the boys they might carry theirs in 
their handkerchiefs, or in their caps, if they would 
take care to have finished before they came within 
sight of the usher. He then asked the woman to let 
them out upon the heath through her garden gate ; 
and she said she certainly would when they hdd paid. 
She then stood drumming with her fingers upon the 
table, and looking through the window, as if waiting. 

"Come, Proctor, you have half-a-crown," said 
Lamb. " Out with it !" 

" My half-crown !" exclaimed Proctor. " You did 
not say I had anything to pay." 

" As if you did not know that, without my telling 
you ! You don't think people give away their good 
things, I suppose ? Come, where's your half-crown ? 
My money is all at home." 

Holt had nothing with him either. Lamb asked 
the woman what there was to pay. She seemed to 
count and consider ; and Holt told Hugh afterward 
that he saw Lamb wnik at her. She then said that 
the younger gentlemen had had the most plums and 
cakes. The charge was a shilHng apiece for them, and 
sixpence for Master Lamb : — half-a-crown exactly. 

Hugh protested he never meant anything like this, 
and that he wanted part of his half-crown to buy a 
comb with ; and he would have emptied out the cakes 
and fruit he had left; but the woman stopped him, 
saying that she never took back what she had sold. 
Lamb hurried him too, declaring that their time was 
up ; and he even thrust his finger and thumb into 
Hugh's inner pocket, and took out the half-crown, 
which he gave to the woman. He was sure that 
Hugh could wait for his comb till Holt paid him, and 
the woman said that she did not see that any more 
combing was wanted : the young gentleman's hair 
looked so pretty as it was. She then showed them 
through the garden, and gave them each a marigold 

7» • 
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fnll blown. She unlocked her gate, pushed them 
through, locked it behind them, and left them, to 
hide their purchases as well as they could. Though 
the little boys stuffed their pockets till the ripest 
plums burst, and ^wetted the lining, they could not 
dispose of them all ; and they were obliged to give 
away a good many. 

Hugh went in search of his new friend, and drew 
him aside from the rest to relate his trouble. Dale 
wondered he had not found out Lamb before this, 
enough to refuse to follow his lead. Lamb would 
never pay a penny. He always spent the little money 
he had upon good things, the first day or two ; and 
then he got what he could out of any one who was 
«lly enough to trust him. 

" But," said Hugh, "the only thing we had to do 
with each other before was by my being kind to him." 

** That makes no difference," said Dale. 

" But what a bad boy he must be ! To be sure, he 
will pay me, when he knows how much I want a 
comb." 

" He will tell you to buy it out of your five shillings. 
You let him know you had five shillings in Mrs. Wat- 
son's hands." 

" Yes ; but he knows how I mean to spend that,— 
for presents to carry home at Christmas. But I'll nev- 
er tell him anything again. O ! Dale ! do you really 
think he will never pay me ?" 

"He never pays anybody; that is all I know. 
Come, — forget it all, as fast as you can. Let us go 
and see if we can get any nuts." 

Hugh did not at all succeed in his endeavors to 
forget his adventure. The more he thought about it, 
the worse it seemed ; and the next time he spoke to 
Holt, and told him to remember that he owed him a 
shilling. Holt said he did not know that, — he did not 
mean to spend a shilling ; and it was clear that it was 
OD}y his fsar of Hugh's speaking to Mrs. Watson or 
rhe usher thsLt prevented bis aayvni^ o\x\fv^\.\^^x\» 
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should not pay it. Hugh felt very hot, and bit his li] 
to make his voice steady when he told Dale, on the 
way home, that he did not believe he should ever see 
any part of his half-erown again. Dale thought so 
too ; but he advised him to do nothing more than keep 
the two debtors up to the remembrance of their debt. 
If he told so powerful a person as Firth, it would be 
almost as much tale-telling as if he went to the mas- 
ter at once ; and Hugh himself had no inclination to 
expose his folly to Phil, who was already quite suffi- 
ciently ashamed of his inexperience. So poor Hugh 
threw the last of his plums to some cottagers* chil- 
dren on the green, in his way home ; and, when he set 
foot within bounds again, he heartily wished that this 
Saturday afternoon had been rainy too : for any disap- 
pointment would have been better than this scraped 

While learning his lessons for Monday, he forgot 
ibe whole matter ; and then he grew merry over the 
great Saturday night^s washing ; but after he was in 
bed, it flashed upon him that he should meet Uncle 
and Aunt Shaw in church to-morrow, and they would 
speak to Phil and him after church ; and his uncle 
might ask after the half-crown. He determined not 
to expose his companions, at any rate : but his uncle 
would be displeased ; and this thought was so sad that 
Hugh cried himself to sleep. 

His uncle and aunt were at church the next morn- 
ing ; and Hugh could not forget the ginger-beer, or 
help watching his uncle : so that, though he tried sev- 
eral times to at:end to the sermon, he knew nothing 
about it when it was done. His uncle observed in the 
churchyard that they must have had a fine ramble the 
day before ; but did not say anything about pocket- 
money. Neither did he name a day for his nephews 
to visit him, though he said they must come before the 
days grew much shorter. So Hugh thought he had 
got off very well thus far. 

In the afternoon, however, Mrs. WaXaoii, -^V^ ycl- 
vited hhn and Holt into her parlor, to Yook. o^et ^^ 
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, pictures in her great Bible, was rather surprised to find 
now little Hugh could tell her of the sermon, consid- 
ering how much he had remembered the Sunday be- 
fore. She had certainly thought that to-day*s sermon 
had been the simpler, and iSie more mteresting to 
young people, of the two. Her conversation with 
Hugh did him good, however/ It reminded him of 
his mother's words, and of her expectations from him ; 
and it made him resolve to bear, not only his loss, but 
any blame which might come upon him silently, and 
without betraying anybody. He had already deter- 
mined, fifty times within the twenty-four hours, never 
to be so weakly led again, when his own mind was 
doubtful, as he had felt it all the time from leaving the 
heath to getting back to it again. He began to reckon 
on the Christmas holydays, when he should have five 
weeks at home, free from the evils of both places, — 
from lessons with Miss Harold, and from Crofton 
scrapes. 

It is probable that the whole affair would have pass- 
ed over quietly, and the woman in the lane might have 
made large profits by other inexperienced boys, and 
Mr. Carnaby might have gone on being careless as to 
where the boys went out of his sight on Saturdays, 
but that Tom Holt ate too many plums on the pres- 
ent occasion. On Sunday mornipg he was not well; 
and was so ill by the evening, and all Monday, that he 
had to be regularly nursed ; and when he left his bed, 
he was taken to Mrs. Watson's pailor^ — the comfort- 
able, quiet place where invalid boys enjoyed them- 
selves. Poor Holt was in very low spirits; and Mrs. 
Watson was so kind that he could not help telling her 
that he owed a shilling, ai^d he did not know how he 
should ever pay it ; and that Hugh Proctor, who had 
been his friend till now, seemed on a sudden much 
more fond of Dale ; and this made it harder to be in 
debt to him. 

Tlie wet, smeared lining of the pockets had told 
Mfsu Watson already thai l\ieie \«A >a^^ii ^^voie im* 
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proper indulgence in good things; and when she heard 
what part Lamb had plsnred toward the little boys, she 
thought it right to ie\, Mr. Tooke. Mr. Tooke said 
nothing till Holt was in the school again, which was 
on Thursday ; and not then till the little boys had said 
their lessons, at past eleven o^clock. They were draw- 
ing on their slates, and Lamb (who was a poor hand 
at his lessons) was still mumbling over his book, with- 
out getting on, when the master's awful voice was 
heard, calling up before him Lamb, little Proctor, and 
Holt. All three started, and turned red ; so that the 
school concluded them guilty before .it was known 
what they were charged with. Dale knew— and he 
alone ; and very sorry he was, for th6 intimacy be- 
tween Hugh and him had grown very close indeed 
since Saturday. 

The master was considerate toward the younger 
boys. He made Lamb tell the whole. Even when 
the cowardly lad "bellowed" (as his schoolfellows 
called his usual mode of crying) so that nothing else 
could be heard, Mr. Tooke waited, rather than ques- 
tion the other two. When the whole story was ex- 
tracted, in all its shamefulness, from Lamb's own lips, 
the master expressed his disgust. He said nothing 
about the money part of it — about how Hugh was to 
be paid. He probably thought it best for the boys to 
take the consequences of their folly in losing their 
money. He handed the little boys over to Mr. Car- 
naby to be caned,—" To make them remember," as he 
said ; though they themselves were pretty sure they 
should never forget. Lamb was kept to be punished 
by the master himself. 

Though Lamb knew he should be severely flogged, 
and though he was the most cowardly boy in the 
school, he did not suffer so much as Hugh did in the 
prospect of being caned-^being punished at all. Phil, 
who knew his brother's face well, saw, as he passed 
down the room, how jiiserable he was — too misevAbl^ 
to cry; and Phil pulled him by the sAeevfi, ^w^>n\v»- 
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pered that being caned was nothing to mind,— only a 
stroke or two across the shoulders. Hugh shook his 
head, as much as to say, ** It is not that." 

No — it was not the pain. It was the being punish 
ed in open school, and when he did not feel that he de- 
served it. How should he know where Lamb was 
inking him ! How should he know that the ginger- 
beer was to be paid for, and that he was to pay ? He 
felt himself injured enough already ; and now to be 
punished in addition ? He would have died on the 
spot for liberty to tell Mr. Tooke and everybody what 
he thought of the way he was treated. He had felt 
his mother hard sometimes ; but what had she ever 
done to him compared with this ? It was well he 
thought of his mother. At the first moment, the pic- 
ture of home in his mind nearly made him cry, — the 
thing of all others he most wished to avoid while so 
many eyes were On him; but the remembrance of 
what his mother expected of him, — her look when 
she told him he must not fail, gave him courage. Hard 
as it was to be, as he believed, unjustly punished, it 
was better than having done anything very wrong, — 
anything that he really could not have told his mother. 

Mr. Carnaby foresaw that a rebuke was in store for 
him for his negligence during the walk on Saturday : 
and this anticipation did not sweeten his mood. He 
kept the little boys waiting, though Holt was tremb- 
ling very much, and still weak from his illness. It oc- 
cured to the usher that another person might be made 
uncomfortable ; and he immediately acted on the idea. 
He had observed how fond of one another Dale and 
Hugh had become ; and he thought he would plague 
Dale a httle. He therefore summoned him, and de- 
sired him to go, and bring him a switch, to cane these 
boys with. 

"I have broken my cane; so bring me a stout 
switch," said he. ** Bring me one out of the orchard ; 
one that will lay on well,— one that will not break wi 
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a f pod hard stroke ; — mind what I say,— «ne that will 
not break." 

*' Yes, sir,'' replied Dale, readily ; and he went as 
if he was not at all unwilling. Holt shivered. Hugh 
never moved. 

It was long, very long, before Dale returned. When 
he did, he brought a remarkably stout broomstick. 

** This won't break, I think, sir," said he. 

The boys giggled. Mr. Carnaby knuckled Dale's 
head as he asked him if he called that a switch. 

" Bring me a smtck," said he. ** Ooe that is not too 
stout, or else it will not sting. It must sting, remember, 
—sting well. Not too stout, remember." 

** Yes, sir," said Dale ; and away he went again. 

He was now gone yet longer; and by the time he 
returned, everybody's eyes were fixed on the door, to 
see what sort of a switch would next appear. Dale 
entered, bringing a straw. 

'*! think this will not be too stout, sir." 

Everybody laughed but Hugh— even Holt. 

There was a sneer about Mr. Camaby's nose which 
made everybody sorry now for Dale : but everybody 
started, Mr. Carnaby and all, at Mr. Tooke's voice, 
close at hand. How much he had seen and heard, 
there was no knowing ; but it was enough to make 
him look extremely jstern. 

*' Are these boys not caned yet, Mr. Carnaby ?" 

**No, sir; — I have not — I " 

** Have they been standing here all this while ?" 

^^'Yes, sir. I have no cane, sir. I have been send- 
ing " 

<* I ordejred them an immediate caning, Mr. Carnaby, 
and not mental torture. School is up," he declared to 
the boys at large. " You may go— you have been 
punished enough," he. said to the little boys. "Mr. 
Carnaby, have the goodness to remain a moment." 

And the large room was speedily emptied of all but 
the master, the usher, and poor Lamb. 

•* The usher wiU catch it now," obaerrcA. aomaXi^^^ 
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as the master himself shut the door behind thenk 
"He will get well paid for his spite." 

" What will be done to him ?" asked Hugh of Dale, 
whom he loved ferveQtly for having saved him from 
punishment. 

"O, I don*t know; and I don't care— though he 
was just going to give my head some sound raps against 
the wall, if Mr. Tooke had not come up at the mo- 
ment." 

"But what tvill be done to Mr. Camaby ?" 

" Never mind what : he won't be here long, they 
say, Fi^sher says there is another coming ; and Car- 
naby is here only till that other is at liberty." 

This was good news, if true: and Hugh ran off, 
quite in spirits, to play.' He had set himself diligently 
to learn to play, and would not be driven off; and Dale 
had insisted on fair scope for him. He played too well 
to be objected to any more. They now went to leap- 
frog ; and when too hot to keep it up any longer, he 
and Dale mounted into the apple-tree, to talk while 
they were cooling, and expecting the dinner-bell. 

Something happened very wonderful before dinner. 
The gardener went down to the main road, and seemed 
to be looking out. At last he hailed the London coach. 
Hugh and Dale could see from their perch. The coach 
stopped, the gardener ran 6ack, met Mr. Carnaby un- 
der the chestnuts, relieved him of his portmanteau, and 
helped him to mount the coach. 

" Is he going ? Gone for good ?" passed from 
mouth to mouth, all ^ver the play-ground. 

" Gone for good," was the answer of those who 
knew to a certainty. 

The boys set up first a groan, so loud that perhaps 
the departing usher heard it. They then gave a shout 
of joy, in which the little boys joined with all their 
might — Hugh waving his cap in die apple-tree. 



C aAPTER VII. 

WHAT IS ONLY TO BE HAD AT HOlfE. • 

HueH got on far better with his lessons as he grew 
more intimate with Dale. It was not so much that 
Dale helped him with his grammar and construing 
(for Dale thought every boy should make shift to his 
own business) as that he liked to talk about his work, 
even with a younger boy : and so, as he said, clear 
his head. A great deal that he said was above Hugh's 
comprehension ; and much of his repetitions mere 
words : but there were other matters which fixed 
Hugh's attention, and proved to him that study might 
be interesting out of school. When Dale had a 
theme to write, the two boys often walked up and 
down the play-ground for half an hour together, 
talking the subject over, and telling of anything they 
hjid heard or read u^on it. Hugh presently learned 
the names and the meanings of the different parts of 
a theme; and he could sometimes help with an illus- 
tration or example, though he left it to his friend to 
lay d9wn the proposition, and search out the confir- 
mation. Dale's nonsense- verses were perfect non- 
sense to Hugh : but his construing was not ; and 
when he went over it aloud, for the purpose of fixing 
his lesson in his ear, as well as his mind, Hugh was 
sorry when they arrived at the end, and eager to know 
what came next — particularly if they had to stop in 
the middle of a story of Ovid's. Every week, almost 
every day now, made a great difiference in Hugh's 
school-life. He still found his lessons very hard 
work, and was ofT^n in great fear and pain about them ; 
but he continually pferceived new Hght breaking ^n 
upon his mind ; his memory served Idlito. )cf^\X^x \ xNaa 
little he had learned came when he yt^^I^^^^^ 'wveXft'^ 

8 
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of just a minute too late. He rose in the moming 
with less anxiety about the day ; and when playing* 
could forget school. < 

There was no usher yet in Mr. Camaby's place ; 
and all the boys said their lessons to Mr. Tooke him- 
self: which Hugh liked very much, when he had got 
over the first fear. A writing-master came from a 
distance twice a week, when the whole school was at 
writing and arithmetic all the afternoon ; but every 
other lesson was said to the master; and this was 
likely to go on till Christmas, as the new usher, of 
whom, it was said, Mr. Tooke thought so highly as 
to choose to wait for him, could not 6ome before that 
time. Of course, with so much upon his hands, Mr. 
Tooke had not a moment to spare ; and slow or idle 
boys were sent back to their desks at the first trip or 
hesitation in their lessons. Hugh was afraid, at the 
outset, that he should be like poor Lamb, who never 
got a whole lesson said during these weeks ; and he 
was turned down sometimes ; but not often enough to 
depress him. He learned to trust more to his ear and 
his memory ; his mind became <9x:cited, as in playing 
a game ; and he found he got through, he scarcely 
knew how. His feeling of fatigue afterward proved 
to him that this was harder work than he had ever 
done at home; but he did not feel it so at the time. 
When he could learn a lesson in ten minutes, and say 
it in one ; when he began to use Latin phrases in his 
private thoughts, and saw the meaning of a rule in 
syntax, so as to be able to find a fresh example out of 
his own head, he felt himself really a Crofton boy, 
and his heart grew light within him. 

The class to which Hugh belonged was one day 
standing waiting to be heard, when the master was 
giving a subject and directions for an £nglish theme 
to Dale's class. The subject was the Pleasures of 
Friendship. In ^moment Hugh thought of Damon 
and Pythias, and of David and Jonathan— of the last 
of whom there was a pictUYe Vn Mx&. W^taou's great 
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Bible. He thought how happy he had been since he 
had known Dale, and his heart was in such a glow, he 
was sure he could write a theme. He ran after Mr. 
Tooke, when school was over, and asked whether he 
might write a theme with Dale's class. When Mr. 
Tooke found he knew what was meant by writing a 
theme, he said he might try, if he neglected nothing 
for it, and wrote every word of it himself, without 
consultation with any one. 

Hugh scampered away to tell Dale that they must 
not talk over this theme together, as they were both 
to do it^ and then, instead of playing, he went to his 
desk, and wrote upon his slate till it was quite full. 
He had to borrow two slates before he had written all 
he had to say. Phil ruled his paper for him ; but 
before he had copied one page, his- neighbors wanted 
their slates back again, said they must have them, and 
rubbed out all he had written. Much of the little 
time he had was lost in this way, and he grew wearied. 
He thought at first that his theme would be very 
beautiful ; but he now began to doubt whether it 
would be worth anything at all ; and he was vexed to 
have tired hirtiself with doing what would only make 
him laughed at. The first page was well written out 
—the confirmation being properly separated from the 
proposition ; but he had to write all the latter part 
directly from his head upon the paper, as the slates 
were taken away ; and he forgot to separate the con- 
clusion from the inference^ 

He borrowed a penknife, and tried to scratch out 
half a line ; but he only made a hole in the paper, 
and was obliged to let the line stand. Then he found 
he had strangely forgotten to put in the chief thing 
of all — about friends telling one another of their 
faults — though, on consideration, he was not sure 
that this was one of the Pleasures of Friendship : so, 
perhaps, it did not much matter. But there were two 
blots; and he had left out Jonathan's n^mfi^ -^Vv^ 
had to be 'wterl'med. Altogether, itlaaai X\\ft wgv^'^^t- 
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ance of a very bad theme. Firth came and looked 
over his shoulder, as ne was gaziog at it ; and Firth 
offered to write it out for him ; and even thought it 
would be fair, as he had had nothing to do with the 
composition ; but Hugh could not think it would be 
fair, and said, sighing, that his must take its chance. 
He did not think he could have done a theme so veiy 
badly. 

Mr. Tooke beckoned him up with Dale*s class, 
when they carried up their themes ; and, seeing how 
red his face was, the master bade him not be afraid. 
But how could he help being afraid ? The themes 
were .not read directly. It was Mr. Tooke's practice 
to read them out of school-hours. On this occasion, 
judgment was given the last thing before school broke 
up the next morning. 

Hugh had never beeo more astonished in his life. 
Mr. Tooke praised his theme very much, and said it 
had surprised him. He did not mind the blots and 
mistakes, which would, he said, have been great faults 
in a copy-book, but were of less consequence than 
other things in a theme. Time and pains would cor- 
rect slovenliness of that kind ; and the thoughts and 
language were good. Hugh was almost out of his 
wits with delight; so nearly so that he spoiled his 
own pleasure completely. He could not keep his 
happiness to himself, or his vanity : for Hugh had a 
good deal of vanity, more than he was aware of be- 
fore this day. He told several boys what Mr. Tooke 
had said : but he soon found that would not do. Some 
were indifferent, but most laughed at him. Then he 
ran to Mrs. Watson's parlor, and knocked. Nobody 
answered ; for the room was empty ; so Hugh sought 
her in various places, and at last found her in the kit- 
chen, boiling some preserves. 

*' What do you come here for ? This is no plac 
for you," said she, when the maids tried in vain to pu* 
Hugh out. 

"I only want to tell you one thing," cried Hugh, 

» 
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and he repeated exactly what Mr. Tooke had said of 
his theme. Mrs. Watson laughed, and the maids 
laughed, and Hugh left them, angry with them, but 
more angry with himself. They did not care for him 
^nobody cared for him, he said to himself; he longed 
for his mother's look of approbation when he had dode 
well, and Agnes's pleasure, and ey^n Susan's fondness 
and praise. He sought Dale. Dale was in the midst 
of a game, and had not a word or a look to spare till 
it was over. The boys would have admitted Hugh; 
for he could now play as well as anybody ; but he 
was in no mood for play now. He climbed his tree, 
and sat there, stinging his mind with the thought of 
his having carried his boastings into the kitchen, and 
with his recojlection of Mrs. Watson's laugh. 

It often happened that Firth and Hugh met at this 
tree; and it happened now. There was room for 
both ; and Firth mounted, and read for some time. 
At last, he seemed to be struck by Hugh's restlessness 
and heavy sighs ; and he asked whether he had not 
got something to amuse himself with. 

" No. I don't want to amuse myself," said Hugh, 
stretching so as almost to throw himself out of the tree. 

" Why, what's the matter ? Did not you come off 
well with your theme ? I heard somebody say you 
were quite enough set up about it." 

** Where is the use of doing a thing well, if nobody 
cares about it ?" said Hugh. *' I don't believe anybody 
at Crofton cares a bit about me — cares whether T get 
on well or ill— except Dale. If I take pains and suc- 
ceed, they only laugh at me." 

** Ah ! you don't understand school and schoolboys 
yet," replied Firth. ** To do a difficult lesson well is 
a grand affair ajt home, and the whole house knows 
of it. But it is the commonest thing in the world 
here. If you learn to feel with these boys, instead of 
expecting them to feel with you (which they can not 
possibly do), you will soon find that lYie^ t^x^ i«t ^jwx 
accordingly/^ 

4. 
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Hugh shook his head. 

** You will find, in every school in England," con* 
tinned Firth, " that it is not the way of boys to talk 
about feelings — about anybody's feelings. That is 
the reason why they do not mention their sisters or 
their mothers — except when two confidential friends 
are together, in a tree, or by themselves in the mead- 
ows. But, as sure as ever a boy is full of action — ^if 
be tops the rest at play, holds his tongue, or helps 
others generously, or shows a manly spirit without 
being proud of it, the whole school is his friend. You 
have done well, so far, by growing more and more so- 
ciable : but you will lose ground if you boast abput 
your lessons out of school. To prosper at Crofton, 
you must put off home, and make yourself a Crofton 
boy." 

" I don't care about that," said Hugh. ** I give it 
all up. There is nothing but injustice here." 

" Nothing but injustice ! Pray, am I unjust ?" 

" No — not you — not so far. But " 

" Is Mr. Tooke unjust ?" 

" Yes — very." 

** Pray how, and when ?" 

*• He has been so unjust to me, that if it had not 
been for something, I could not have borne it. I am 
not going to tell you what that something is : only 
you need not be afraid but that I can bear everything. 
If the whole world was against me " 

" Well, never mind what that something is ; but 
tell me how Mr. Tooke is unjust to you." 

" He punished me when I did not deserve it ; and 
he praised me when I did not deserve it. I was 
cheated and injured that Saturday ; and, instead of 
seeing me righted, Mr. Tooke ordered me to be pun- 
ished. And to-day, when my theme was so badly 
done that I made sure of being blamed, he praised me.** 

"This might be injustice at home," replied Firth, 

" because parents know, ot ou^ht to know, all that is 

in their children's minds, and e^^icxV^ Nq\iftX xiasivt Ocar 
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dren can do. A schoolmaster can judge only by what 
he sees. Mr. Tooke does not know yet that you 
could have done your theme better than you did — as 
your mothct would have known. When he finds you 
can do better, he will not praise such a theme again. 
Meantime, how you can boast of his praise, if you 
think it unjust, is the wonder to me." 

** So it is to me now. I wish I had never asked to 
do that theme at all," cried Hugh, again stretching 
himself, to get rid of his shame. '**But why did Mr. 
Tooke order me to be caned 1 Why did he not make 
Lamb and Holt pay me what they owe ? I was in- 
jured before ; and he injured me more." 

** You were to be caned because you left the healh 
and entered a house, without leave — ^not because you 
had been cheated of your money." 

** But I did not know where I was going. I never 
meant to enter a house." 

"But you did both; and what you suffered will 
prevent your letting yourself be led into such a scrape 
again. As for the money part of the matter — a school 
is to boys what the world is when they become men. 
They must manage their own affairs among them- 
selves. The difference is, that here is the master to 
be applied to, if we choose. He will advise you about 
your money, if you choose to ask him : but, for my 
part, I would rather put up with the loss, if I were 
you.'' 

»♦ Nobody will ever understand what I mean about 
justice,^* muttered Hugh. 

'* Suppose," said Firth, "while you are complaining 
of injustice in this way, somebody else should be. 
complaining in the same way of your injustice." 

" Nobody can — fairly," replied Hugh. 

" Do you see that poor fellow, skulking there under 
ihe orchard wall ?" 

"What, Holt?" 

" Yes, Holt. I fancy the thou^^ht m \»s tdasA « 
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this momeDt is that you are the most unjust person 
at Crofton." 
"*! unjust!" 

** Yes ; so he thinkh. When you first came, you 
and he were companions. You found comfort in each 
other while all the rest were strangers to you. You 
were glad to hear, by the hour together, what he had 
to tell you about India, and his voyages and travels. 
Now he feels himself lonely and forsaken, while be 
sees you happy with a friend. He thinks it hard tbat 
you should desert him because he owes you a shil- 
ling, when he was cheated quite as much as you.' 

*' Because he owes me a shilling!" cried Hugh, 
starting to his feet, ** as if—" 

Once more he had nearly fallen from his perch. 
Firth caught him; and then asked him how Holt 
should think otherwise than as he did, since Hugh had 
been his constant companion up to that Saturday af 
ternoon, and had hardly spoken to him since. 

Hugh protested that the shilling had nothing to do 
with the'matter ; and he never meant to take more than 
sixpence from Holt, because he thought Lamb was 
the one who ought to pay the shilling. The thing 
was, he did not, nor could not, like Holt half so well 
as Dale. He could not make a friend of Holt, because 
he wanted spirit, — he had no courage. What could 
he do ? He could not pretend to be intimate with 
Holt when he did not like him; and if he explained 
that the shilling had nothing to do with the matter, he 
couid not explain how it really was, when the fault 
was in the boy's character, and not in his having given 
any particular offence. What could he do ? 

Firth thought he could only learn not to expect; 
anywhere out of the bounds of home, what he thought 
justice. He must, of course, try himself to be just to 
everybody ; but he must make up his mind in school, 
as men have to do in the world, to be misur^derstood, 
—to be wrongly valued ; to be blamed when he felt 
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himself the injured one ; and praised when he knew 
he did not deserve it. 

"But it is so hard !" said Hugh. 

•• And what do people leave home for but to learn 
hard lessons ?'' 

"But, still, if it were not fo r " 

•* For what? Do you see any comfort under it?" 
asked Firth, fixing his eyes on Hugh. 

Hugh nodded, without speaking. 

" Thar One understands us who can not be unjust?" 
whispered Firth. ** I am glad you feel that." 

"Even home would be bad enough without that," 
said Hugh. "And what would school be?" 

" Or the world ?" added Firth. "But do not get 
cross and complain again. Leave that to those who 
have no comfort." 

Hugh nodded again. Then he got down, and ran 
to tell Holt that hje did not want a shilling from him, 
because he thought sixpence would be fairer. 

Holt was glad to hear this at first ; but he presently 
said that it did not much matter, for that he had no 
more chance of being able to pay sixpence than a shil- • 
ling. His parents were in India, and his uncle never 
offered him any money. He knew indeed that his 
uncle had none to spare ; for he had said, in the boy's 
hearing, that it was hard on him to have to pay the 
school- bills (unless he might pay them in the produce 
of his farm), so long as it must be before he could be 
repaid from fndia. So Holt did not dare to ask for 
pocket-money ; and for the hundredth time he sighed 
over his debt. He had almost left off hoping that 
Hugh would excuse him altogether, though every- 
body knew that Hugh had five shillings in Mrs. Wat- 
son's bands. This fact, and Hugh's frequent applica- 
tions to Lamb for payment, had caused an impression 
that Hugh was fond of money. It was not so ; and 
yet the charge was not unfair. Hugh was ready to 
gire, if properly asked; but he did not tftl\«\i^ "wcA 
could not bear with temper, the i\xj\xstitft oi ^wObl ^ 
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forced borrowing as had stripped him of his hair-cio>vD. 
He wanted his five shillings for presents for his family; 
and for these reasons, and not because he was miserly, 
he did not offer to excuse Holt's debt, which it would 
have been more generous to have done. Nobody could 
wish that he should excuse Lamb's. 

** When are you going to your uncle's?" asked Holt. 
" I suppose you are going some day before Christmas." 

** On Saturday, to stay till Sunday nicht," said Hugh. 

** And Proctor goes too, I suppose?" 

" Yes ; of course, Phil goes too." 

" Anybody else ?" 

"We are each to take' one friend, just for Saturday* 
to come home at night." 

" O ! then, you will take me. You said you would." 

" Did I ? That must have been a long time ago." 

"But you did say so — ^that, whenever you went, 
you would ask leave to take me." 

" I don't remember any such thing. And I am go- 
ing to take Dale this time. I have promised him." 

Holt cried with vexation. Dale was always in his 
way. Hugh cared for nobody but Dale; but Dale 
should not go to Mr. Shaw's till he had had his turn. 
He had been promised first, and he would go first. He 
would speak to Mrs. Watson, and get leave to go and 
tell Mr. Shaw ; and then he was sure Mr. Shaw would 
^et him go. 

Hugh was very uncomfortable. He really could 
not remember having made this promise : but he could 
not be sure that he had not. He asked Holt if he 
thought he should like to be in people's way — to sppil 
the holyday by going where he was not wished for : 
but this sort of remonstrance did not comfort Holt at 
all. Hugh offered that he should have the very next 
turn, if he would give up now. 

" I dare say ! And when will that be ? You know 
on Sunday it will want only nineteen days to the holy- 
days ; and you will not be going to your uncle's again 
this half year. A pretty -way of ^uttin^ me off!" 



/ 
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Then, as if a sadden thought had struck him, he 
eried, 

'* But Proctor has to take somebody.'* 

"Yes; Phil takes Tooke. They settled that a 
week ago." 

" O ! can't you ask him to take me ?" 

" No : I shall not meddle with Phil. Besides, I am 
glad he has chosen Tooke. Tooke behaved well to 
me about the sponge, that day. Tooke has some 
spirit." 

This put Holt in mind of the worst of his adven- 
tures since he came to Crofton, and of all the miseries 
of being shunned as a tell-tale. He cried so bitterly 
as to touch Hugh's heart. As if thinking aloud, Hugn 
told him that he seemed very forlorn, and that he wish- 
ed he would tind a friend to be intimate with. This 
would make him so much happier as he had no idea 
of; as he himself had found since he had had Dale for 
a friend. 

This naturally brought out a torrent of reproaches, 
which was followed by a hot argument ; Holt insisting 
that Hugh ought to have been his intimate friend ; and 
Hugh asking how he could make a friend of a boy who 
wanted spirit. They broke away from one another at 
last, Hugh declaring Holt to be unreasonable and sel- 
fish, and Holt thinking Hugh cruel and insulting. 

Of course Mrs. Watson would not hear of Holt's 
going to Mr. Shaw, to ask for an invitation for Satur- 
day. He was told he must wait till another time. It 
was no great consolation to Holt that on Sunday it 
would want only nineteen d^s to the holydays : for he 
was to remain at Crofton. He hoped to like the holy- 
days better than school-days, and to be petted by Mrs. 
Watson, and to sit by the fire, instead of being forced 
into the playground in all weathers : but still he could 
not look forward to Christmas with the glee which 
oitjif boys felt. 



CHAPTER VIII. 

A LONG DAT. 

HuGU meantime was counting the hours till Satui- 
day. Perhaps, if the truth were known, so was Phil, 
thoil^4ie was too old to acknowledge such a longing. 
But the climbing about the mill — the play encouraged 
there by his uncle and the men — his uncle's storiss 
within doors, his aunt*s good dinners — the fireside, the 
picture-books, the talk of home, altogether made up 
the greatest treat of the half-year. Phil had plenty of 
ways of passing the time. Hugh began a long letter 
home — the very last letter, except the short formal one 
which should declare when the Christmas vacation 
should commence. Hugh meant to write half the 
letter before Saturday, and then fill it up with an ac 
count of his visit to his uncle's. 

The days were past, however, when Hugh had the 
command of his leisure time, as on his arrival, when 
his hours were apt to hang heavy. He had long since 
become too valuable in the playground to be left to 
follow his own devices. As the youngest boy, he was 
looked upon as a sort of servant to the rest, when once 
It was found that he was quick and clever. Either as 
scout, messenger, or in some such capacity, he was 
continually wanted ; and ttften at times inconvenient 
to himself. He then usually remembered what Mr. A 
Tooke had told him of his boy, when Tooke was the ^ 
youngest — how he bore things — not only being put on 
the high wall, but being well worked in the service of 
the older boys. Usually Hugh was obliging, but he 
could and did feel cross at times. He was cross on 
this Friday — the day when he was so anxious to ¥Mtte 
his letter before going to his uncle's. On Saturdaj^ 
there would be no time. Tide e^Vj ixi^xiim^e wer« 
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dark now ; and after school he should have to wash 
and drees, and be off to. his uncle's. On Friday then, 
his paper was ruled, and he had only to run across the 
playground to borrow Firth's penknife, and then noth- 
ing should delay his letter. 

In that run across the playground he was stopped. 
He was wanted to collect clean snow for the boys who 
were bent on finishing their snow-man while it would 
bind. He should be let off when he had brought snow 
enough. But he knew that by that time his fingers 
would be too s'tiff to hold his pen; and he said he did 
not choose to stop now. Upon this Lamb launched a 
snow-ball in his face. Hugh grew angry, or, as his 
schoolfellows said, insolent. Some stood between him 
and the house, to prevent his getting home, while oth- 
ers promised to roll him in the snow till he yielded 
full submission. Instead of yielding, Hugh made for 
the orchard wall, scrambled up it, and stood for the 
moment out of the reach of bis enemies. He kicked 
down such a quantity of snow upon any one who came 
near, that he held all at bay for some little time. At 
last, however, he had disposed of all the snow within 
his reach, and they were pelting him thickly with 
snow-balls. It was not at any time very easy to stand 
upright, for long together, upon this wall, as the stones 
which capped it were rounded. Now, when the cop- 
ing-stones were slippery after the frost, and Hugh 
nearly blinded with the shower 6( snow-balls, he could 
not keep his footing, and was obliged to sit astride upon 
the wall. This brought one foot within reach from 
below; and though Hugh kicked, and drew up his 
foot 'tis far and as often as he could, so as not to lose his 
ji balance, it was snatched at by many hands. At last, 
one hand kept^l^hold, and plenty more then fastened 
upon his leg.- They pulled ; he clung. In another 
moment,^wn he came, and the large heavy coping- 
stone, loosened by the frost, came after him, and fell 
upon his left foot as he lay. 
It was a dreadful shrie'^ that he j^ave. "^ta.^ ^\asm. 
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heard it in her store-rooiiit and Mr. Took) in his study. 
Some laborers felling a tree in a wood, a quarter of a 
mile off heard it, and came running to see what could 
be the matter. The whole school was in a cluster 
round the poor boy in a few seconds. During this 
time, while several were engaged in lifting away the 
stone, Tooke stooped over him, and said, with his lips 
as white as paper, 

** Who was it that pulled you, — that got the first 
hold of you ? Was it I ? O ! say it was not I." 

"It was you," said Hugh. **But never mind! 
You did not mean it.'* He saw that Tooke's pain 
was worse than his own, and he added, in a faint 
whisper, 

" DonH you tell, and then nobody will know. Mind 
you don't !" 

One boy after another turned away from the sight 
of his foot when the stone was removed. Tooke 
fainted ; but, then, so did another boy who had noth- 
ing to do with the matter. Everybody who came up 
asked who did it ; and nobody could answer. Tooke 
did not hear ; and so many felt themselves concerned, 
that no ohe wished that any answer should be given. 

'* Who did it, my dear boy ?" asked Firth, bending 
over him. 

" Never mind !" was all Hugh could say. He 
groaned in terrible paki. 

He must. not lie there ; but who could touch him? 
Firth did; and he was the right person, as he was one 
0^ the strongest. He made two boys pass their hand- 
kerchiefs under the leg, and sling it, without touching 
it ; and he lifted Hugh, and carried him across his 
arms toward the house. They met IVIr. Tooke, and 
every person belonging to the household, before they 
reached the door. %. 

" To my bed!" said the master, when he saw : and 

m an instant the gardener had his orders to saddle Mr. 

Tooke's horse, and ride to London for an eminent 

furgeon ; stopping by the yf«y to Vi^^ Mx. aud Mrs. 
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Shaw to come, and bring with them the surgeon who 
was their neighbor, Mr. Annanby. 

" Who did it ?" " Who pulled him down ?" passed 
from mouth to mouth of the household. 

*♦ He won't teU— noble fellow !" cried Firth. "Don't 
ask him. Never ask him who pulled him down." 

** You will never repent it, my dear boy," whispered 
Firth. 

Hugh tried to smile, but he could not help groan- 
ing again. There was a suppressed groan from some 
one else. It was from Mr. Toolie. Hugh was sadly 
afraid he had, by some means, found out who did the 
mischief. But it was not so. Mr. Tooke was quite 
wretched enough without that. 

Everybody was very kind, and did the best that 
could be done. Hugh was held up on the side of 
Mr. Tooke*s bed, while Mrs, Watson took off hiisc 
clothes, cutting the left side of his trousers to pieces,^ 
without any hesitation. The master held tl;^ leg 
fhrmly while the undressing went on ; and then po^r 
Hugh was laid back, and covered up warm* while the 
foot was placed on a pillow, with only a light hand- 
kerchief thrown over it. 

It was terrible to witness his pain ; but Mr. Tooke 
never left him all day. He chafed his hands, he gave 
him drink ; he told him he had no doubt his mother 
would arrive soon ; he encouraged him to say or do 
anything that he thought wouTd give him ease. 

"Cry, my dear," he said, "if you want to cry. 
Do not hide your teairs from me." 

*^I can't help crying," sobbed Hugh : but it is not 
the pain — ^not only the pain : it is because you are so 
kind !" 

" Where is Phil ?" he said a,t last. 

" He is so very unhappy, that we think he had bei-- 
ter not see you till this pain is over. When you are 
asleep, perhaps." 

" O ! when will that be ?" And poor Hugh toUs^ 
bis head on the pillow. 
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** George rides fast ; he is far on his way by tfaii 
time," said Mr. Tooke. " And one or other of the 
■orgeoDS will soon be here ; and they will tell us what 
to do, and what to expect." 
" Do tell Phil so— will you ?" 
Mr. Tooke rang the bell ; and the message was sent 
to Phil, with Hugh's love. 

•* Will the surgeon hurt me much, do you think ?" 
Hugh asked. " I will bear it. I only want to know." 
** I should think you hardly could be in more pain 
than you are now," replied Mr. Tooke. " I trust diey 
will relieve you of this pain. I should not wonder 
if you are asleep to-night as quietly as any of us; 
and then you will not mind what they may have dotie 
to you," 

Hugh thought he should mind nothing, if he could 
ever be asleep again. 

He was soon asked if he would like to see his uncle 
and aunt, who were come. He wished to see his un- 
cle : and Mr. Shaw came up, with the surgeon. Mr. 
Annanby did scarcely anything to the foot at present 
He soon covered it up again, and said he would re- 
turn in time to meet the surgeon who was expected 
from London. Then Hugh and his uncle were alone. 
Mr. Shaw told him how sorry the boys all were, 
and how they had come in from the playground at 
once, and had put themselves under Firth, to be kept 
quiet ; and that very little dinner had been eaten ; and 
that, when the writing-master had arrived, he was 
quite astonisned to find everything so still, and the 
boys so spiritless : but that nobody told him till he 
observed how two or three were crying, so that he 
was sure something was the matter. 

" Which ? who 1 who is crying ?" asked Hugh. 
" Poor Phil, and I do not know who else— not be- 
ing acquainted with the rest." 

** How glad I am that Dale had nothing to do with 
It," said Hugh. ** He was quite on the other side of 
the playgrounds^ 
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** The^T tell me below that I must not ask you how 
it happened." 

'* O yes, you may. Everything except just who it 
was that pulled me down. So many got hold of me 
that nobody knows exactly who gave tkt pull, except 
myself and one other. He did not mean it ; and I 
was cross about playing with them ; and the stone on 
the wall was loose, or it would not have happened. 
O dear ! O dear ! Uncle, do you think it a bad acci- 
dent?" 

*» Yes, my boy, a very b?id accident." 

" Do you think I shall die ? I never thought of 
that," said Hugh. And he raised himself a little, but 
was obliged to lie back again. 

** No ; I do not think you will die." 

*• Will they think so at home ? Was that the rea- 
son they were sent to ?" 

** No : I have no doubt your mother will come to 
nurse you, and to comfort you : but " 

" To comfort me ? Why, Mr. Tooke said the pain 
would soon be over, he thought, and I should be asleep 
to-night." 

** Yes : but, though the pain may be over, it may 
leave you lame. That will be a misfortune ; and you 
will be glad of your mother to comfort you." 

** Lame !" said the boy. Then, as he looked wist- 
fully in his uncle's face, he saw the truth. 

" O ' uncle, they are going to cut off my leg." 

»* Not your leg, I hope, Hugh. You will not be 
quite so lame as that : but I am afraid you must lose 
your foot." 

" Was that what Mr. Tooke meant by the surgeons' 
relieving me of my pain ?" 

** Yes ; it was." 

" Then it will be before night. Is it quite certain, 
uncle ?"• 

" Mr. Annanby thinks so. Your foot is too \SL\va\i 
hurt ever to be cu/ed. Do you tVi'mk you c^XL\>e.^vx\x, 
Hugh V* 

9* 
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" Why, yes, I stippose so. So many people hate 
It is less than some of the savages bear. What hor- 
rid things they do to their captives — and even to some 
of their own boys ! And they bear it." 

** Yes : but you are not a savage." 

** But one may be as brave, without being a savage. 
Think of the martyrs that were burnt, and some that 
were worse than burnt ! And they bore it." 

Mr. Shaw perceived that Hugh was either in much 
less pain now, or that he forgot everything in a sub- 
ject which always interested him extremely. He 
told his uncle what h^ had read of the tortures in- 
flicted by savages, till his uncle, already a good deal 
agitated, was quite sick : but he let him go on, hop- 
ing that the boy might think lightly in comparisoD 
of what he himself had to undergo. This could not 
last long, however. The wringing pain soon came 
back ; and as Hugh ciied, he said he bore it so veiy 
badly, he did not know what his mother would say u 
she saw him. She had trusted him not to fail : but 
really could not bear this much longer. 

His uncle told him that nobody had thought of his 
having such pain as this to bear : that he had often 
shown himself a Brave little fellow ; and he did not 
doubt that, when this terrible day was over, he would 
keep up his spirits through all the rest. 

Hugh would have his uncle go down to tea. Then 
he saw a gown and shawl through the curtain, and 
started up ; but it was not his mother yet. . It was 
only Mrs. Watson, who had come to sit up with him 
while his uncle had his tea. 

Tea was over, and the younger boys had all gone 
up to bed, and the older ones were just going, when 
there was a ring at the gate. It was Mrs. Proctor; 
and with her the surgeon from London. 

" Mother I Never mind, mother !" Hugh was be- 
ginning to say ; but he stopped when he saw her face 
^t was 80 very pale and ^irave. klV^^'&i^Vvft thought 
so ; but he saw her only by fa«S^^X.N iw xiaa ^"sxi^^ 
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had been shaded from his eyes, because he could not 
bear it. She kissed him with a long, long kiss ; but 
she did not speak. 

** I wish the surgeon had come first," he whispered, 
** and then they would have had my foot off before 
you came. When toill he come ?" 

** He is here — they are both here." 

** O, then, do make them make haste. Mr. Tooke 
says I shall go to sleep afterward. You think so ? 
Then we will both go to sleep, and have our talk in 
the morning. Do not; stay now — this pain is so bad 
— I can't bear it well at all. Do go now, and bid 
them make haste, will you ?" 

His mother whispered that she heard he had been 
a brave boy, and she knew he would be so still. Then 
the surgeons came up, and Mr. Shaw. There was 
some bustle in the room, and Mr. Shaw took his sister 
down stairs, and came up again, with Mr. Tooke. 

" Don't let mother come,*' said Hugh. 

" No, my boy, I will stay with you," said his uncle. 

The surgeons took off his foot. As he sat in a 
chair, and his uncle stood behind him-, and held his 
hands, and pressed his head against him, Hugh felt . 
how his uncle's breast was heaving — and was sure he 
was crying. In the very middle of it all, Hugh looked 
up in his uncle's face, and said, 

»* Never mind, uncle ! I can bear it." 

He did bear it finely. It was far more terrible than 
he had fancied ; and he felt that he could not have 
gone on a minute linger. When it was over, he mut- 
tered something, and Mr. Tooke bent down to hear 
what it was. It was — 

" I can't think how the Red Indians bear things so." 

" His uncle lifted him gently into bed, and told him 
that he would soon feel easy now. 

*• Have you told mother ?" asked Hugh. 

«* Yes : we sent to her directly." 

«* How loDg did it take ?" asked Hugja. 
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** You hav. been out of bed only a few minates— 
seven or eight, perhaps." 

**0, uncle, you don't mean really ?" 

** Really : but we know they seemed lik« hours to 
you. Now your mother will bring you some tea. 
When you have had that, you will go to sleep : so I 
shall wish you good night now." 
. " When will you come again ?" 

** Very often, till you come to me. Not a word 
more now. Good-night." 

Hugh was half asleep when his tea came up, and 
quite so directly after he had drunk it. Though he 
slept a great deal in the course of the night, he woke 
often — such odd feelings disturbed him ! Every time 
he opened his eyes, he saw his mother sitting by the 
tireside ; and every tirtie he moved in the least, she 
came softly to look. She would not let him talk at 
all till near morning, when she found that he could 
not sleep any more, and that he seemed a little con- 
fused about where he w.is — what room it was, and 
how she came to be there by firelight. Then she 
lighted a candle, and allowed him to talk about his 
friend Dale, and several school affairs ; and this 
brought back gradually the recollection of all that 
had happened. 

" I don't know what I have been about, I declare," 
said he, half laughing. But he was soon as serious 
as ever he was in his Hfe, as he said, " But O ! moth- 
er, tell me — do tell me if I have let out who pulled 
me off the wall." 

" You have not — ^you have not indeed," replied she. 
** I shall never ask. I do not wish to know. I am 
glad you have not told ; for it would do no good. It 
was altogether an accident." 

" So it was," said Hugh ; "and it would make the 
I)oy so "Unhappy to be pointed at! Do promise me, 
if I should let it out in my sleep, that you will never, 
oever tell anybody." 
** I promise you X.nd 1 shaW >ae \)cv^ ^x^-^ >^«t8ssvi 
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oeside you ^hile you are asleep, till you get well. 
So you need not be afraid. Now, lie still again." 

She put out the light, and he did lie still for some 
time ; but then he was struck with a sudden thought 
whick made him cry out, 

•* O, mother, if I am so lame, I can never be a sol- 
dier or a sailor, — I can never go round the world !" 

And Hugh burst into tears, now more really afflict- 
ed than he had been yet. His mother sat on the bed 
beside him, and wiped away his tears as they flowed, 
while he told her, as well as his sobs would let him, 
how long and how much he had reckoned on going 
round the world, and how little he cared for anything 
else in the future ; and now this was just the very 
thing he should never be able to do ! He had prac- 
tised climbing ever since he could remember — and 
now that was of no use ; he had practised marching, 
and now he should never march again. When he 
had finished his complaint, there was a pause, and his 
mother said, 

" Hugh, do you remember Richard Grant ?" 

" What — the cabinet-maker ? The man who carv- 
ed 80 beautifully ?" 

" Yes. Do you remember No, you could hard- 
ly have known : but I will tell you. He had planned 
a most beautiful set of carvings in wood for a chapel 
belonging to a nobleman^s mansion. He was to be 
well paid, his work was so superior ; and he would 
be able to make his parents comfortable, as well as 
his wife and children. But the thing he most cared 
for was the honor of producing a noble work which 
would outlive him. Well, at the very beginning of 
his task, his chisel flew up against his wrist ; and the 
narrow cut that it made — not more than half an inch 
•wide — made his right hand entirely useless for life. 
He could never again hold a tool ; his work was gone ; 
his business in life seemed over; the support of the 
whole family was taken away ; and the only strong v^S&Vi 
Richard Grant had in the world was drnp^owiXfe^."* 
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Hugh hid his face with his handkerchief and his 
mother went on : 

" You have heard of Huber." 

'* The man who found out so much about bees. 
Miss Harold read that account to us." 

*'B6es and ants. When Huber had discovered 
more than had ever been known before about bees and 
ants, and when he was sure he could learn more stillt 
and was more and more anxious to peep and pry iato 
their tiny homes, and their curious ways, Huber be- 
came blind." 

Hugh sighed, and his mother went on : 

" Did you ever hear of Beethoven ? He was one 
of the greatest musical composers that ever lived. 
His great, his sole delight was in music. It was the 
passion of his life. When all his time and a|l his 
mind were given to music, he became deaf — perfectly 
deaf; so that he never more heard one single note 
from the loudest orchestra. While crowds were 
moved and delighted with his compositions, it was all 
silence to him.*' 

Hugh said nothing. 

*' Now, do you think," asked his mother — and 
Hugh saw by the* gray light that began to shine in, 
that she smiled— '* do you think that these people 
were without a heavenly Parent ?" 

*' O no ! but were they all patient ?" 

** Yes, in their different ways and degrees. Would 
you say that they were hardly treated ? Or would 
you rather suppose that their Father gave them some- 
thing more and better to do than they had planned for 
themselves ?" 

** He must know best, of course : but it does seem 
hard that that very thing should happen to them. 
Huber would not nave so much mjndeid being deaf^ 
perhaps ; or that musical man being blind ; or Rich- 
ard Grant losing his foot, instead of his hand : for he 
did not want to go round the world." 

'' No doubt theii heaita ofx^n «?ic\l«d within them 
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at their disappointments : but I fully believe that they 
found very soon that God*s will was wiser than their 
wishes. They found, if they bore their trial well, 
that there was work for their hearts to do, far nobler 
than any work that the head can do through the eye, 
and the ear, and the hand. And they soon felt a new 
and delicious pleasure, which none but the bitterly 
disappointed can feel.*' 

"What is that?" • 

** The pleasure of rousing their souls to bear pain, 
and of agreeing with God silently, when nobody 
knows what is in their hearts. There is a great 
pleasure in the exercise of the body — in making the 
heart beat, and the limbs glow, in a run by the sea- 
side, or a game in. the playground ; but this is noth- 
ing to the pleasure there is in exercising one*s soul 
in bearing pain — in finding one^s heart glow with the 
hope that one is pleasing God." 

«» Shall I feel that pleasure ?" 

** Often and often, I have no doubt — every time 
that you can willingly give up your wish to be a sol- 
dier or a sailor — or anything else that you have set 
your mind upon, if you can smile to yourself, and 
say that you vrili be content at home. — Well, I don't 
expect it of you yet. I dare say it was long a bitter 
thing to Beethoven to see hundreds of people in rap- 
tures with his music, when he could not hear a note 
of it. And Huber " 

" But did Beethoven get to smile ?" 

** If he did, he was happier than all the fine music 
in the world could have made him." 

** I wonder — O ! I wonder if I ever shall feel so." 

** We will pray to God that you may. Shall we 
ask him now ?" 

Hugh clasped his hands. His mother kneeled be- 
side the l^d, add in a very few words, prayed that 
Hugh might be able to bear his misfortune well, and 
that his friends might give him such help and comfott 
^ God should approve. 
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** Now, my dear, you will sleep again,** she said, as 
she arose. 

** If you lie down too, instead of sitting by the fire. 
Do, mother." 
, She did so ; and they were soon both asleep. 



CHAPTER IX. 

CROFTON qUIET. ^ 

The boys were all in the school-room in the gray 
of the morning — no one late. Mr. Tpoke ^ as al- 
ready there. Almost every boy looked wistfully into 
the grave face of the master; almost every one but 
his own- son. He looked down ; and it seemed natu- 
ral : for his eyes were swollen with crying. He had 
been crying as much as Proctor; but, then, so had 
Dale. 

** Your schoolfellow is doing well," said Mr. Tooke, 
in a low voice, which, however, was heard to the fai^ 
thest end of the room. ** His brother will tell you 
that he saw him quietly asleep ; and I have just seen 
him so. He deserves to do well ; for he is a brave 
little boy. He is the youngest of you ; but I doubt 
whether there is a more manly heart among you all," 

There was a murmur, as if everybody wished to 
a^ree to this. That murmur tfet Phil crying again. 

/'As to how this accident happened," continued 
the master, ** I have only to say this. The coping- 
stone of the wall was loose — ^had become loosened by 
the frost. Of that I am aware. But it would not, it 
could not have fallen, if your schoolfellow had not 
been pulled from the top of the wall. Several hands 
pulled him-^-as many as could get hold. ' Whose 
these hands were, it would be easy to ascertain ; and 
it would not be difficult to discover whose was the 
band which first laid hold, and gave the rest their 
grasp. But — *^ How earnestly here did every one 
look for the next words! — "But your schoolfellow 
considers the affair an accident—- says he himself was 
cross." 

•* No ! No J We plagued him,'* ciied maxs^ -qovswu 

10 
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** Well ! he is • sure no one meant him anjr harm, 
and earnestly desires that no further inquiry may be 
made. For his part, nothing, he declares, shall ever 
induce hira to tell who first seized him." 

The boys were about to give a loud cheer, but 
stopped for Hugh*s sake, just in time. There was do 
want of signs of what they felt. There was no 
noise ; but there were many tears. 

*' I do not think that a promise of impunity can be 
any great comfort to those concerned," continued Mr. 
Tooke : *' but such comfort as they can find in it, thej 
may. Both from my wish to indulge one who has 
just sustained so great a misfortune, and because I 
think he is right, I shall never inquire — never wish to 
Jluow more than I do of the origin of this accident 
His mother declares the same, on the part of both bis 
parents. I hope you will every one feel yourselves 
put upon honor, to follow my example." 

Another general murmur, in sign of agreement. 

" The only thing you can now do for your school- 
fellow," concluded the master, ** is to be quiet 
throughout the day. As soon as he can be removed, 
he will be carried to Mr. Shaw's. Till then, you will 
take care that he loses no rest through you. — NoWf 
first class come up." 

While this class was up, PhiPs neighbor began 
whispering ; and the next boy leaned over to hear . 
and one or two came softly up behind ; but, though 
they were busily engaged in question and answer, the 
master's stem voice was not heard (as usual when 
there was talking) to say '* Silence, there !" His 
class saw him looking that way, once or twice ; but 
he took no notice. Phil had seen his brother, and 
was privileged to tell. 

** »So you saw him ? Did you get a real good sight 
of him ?" 

*' Yes. I stayed some time; half an hour, I dare 
say." 

** Wbzi did he look lik^l BVi Va la.y anything V 
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•* Say aoTthing !" cried Dale : ** why did you not 
hear he was asleep ?'' 

** What did he look like, then ?" 

^* He looked as he always does when he is asleep, 
as far as I could see. But we did not bring the light 
too near, for fear of waking him." 

**Did you hear — did anybody tell you anything 
about it ?" 

*' Yes : my mother told me whatever I wanted to 
know." 

»* What ? what did she tell you ?" 

** She says it will not be so very bad a lameness as 
it might have been — as if he had not had his knee 
left. That makes a great difference. They make a 
false foot now, very light ; and if his leg gets quite 
properly well, and we are not too much in a hurry, 
and we all take pains to help Hugh to practise walk- 
ing carefully at first, he may not be very lame." 

** O ! then, it is not so bad," said one, while Tooke, 
who was listening, gave a deep sigh of relief. 

"Not so bad!" exclaimed Phil. "Why, he will 
never be so strong — so able and active as other men. 
He will never be so able to take care of himself and 
other people. He will be unlike other people always; 
and now, while he is a boy, he will neve r " 

The images of poor Hughes privations and troubles 
as a schoolboy were too much for Phil ; and he laid 
down his head on his desk to hide his grief. As for 
Tooke, he walked away, looking the picture of 
wretchedness. 

" When will you see him again ?" asked Dale« 
passing his arm round PhiPs neck. 

** To-day, if he is pretty well- My mother promised 
me that." 

" Do you think you could get leave for me too ? I 
would not make any noise, nor let him talk too much« 
U* I might just see him." 

" I'll see about it," said Phil. 

Aa Mrs. Proctor was placing the pV^oyr% toxoS-wX^- 
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M7, for Hugh to have his breakfast, after he was 
washed, and the bed njade nicely smooth, he yawned 
and said he was sleepy still, and that he wondered 
what o'clock it was. His mother told him it was a 
quarter past ten. 

♦* A quarter past ten ! Why, how odd ! The boys 
are half through school, almost, and I am only just 
awake !*' 

*' They slept through the whole night, I dare say. 
You were awake a good many times ; and you and I 
had some talk. Po you remember that ? or has it 
gone out of your head with your sound sleep ?" 

** No, no, I remember that," said Hugh. "But it 
was the oddest, longest night ! and yesterday too ! 
To think that it is not a whole day yet since it all 
happened ! O ! here comes my breakfast ? What is 
it ? Coffee !" 

** Yes ; we know you are fond of coffee ; and so am 
1. So we will have some together." 

** How comfortable !" exclaimed Hugh ; for he was 
really hungry ; which was no wonder after the pain 
and exhaustion he had gone through. His state was 
that of a person recovering from an illness^-exlreraely 
ready to eat and drink, but obliged to be moderate. 

When warmed and cheered by his coffee, Hugh 
gave a broad hint that he should like to see Phil and 
one or two more boys — particularly Dale. His moth- 
er told him that the suigeon, Mr. Annanby, would be 
eoming soon. If he gave leave, Phil should come in, 
and perhaps Dale. So Hugh was prepared with a 
ttrong entreaty to Mr. Annanby on the subject ; but 
no entreaty was needed. Mr. Annanby thought he 
was doing very well ; and that he would not be the 
worse for a little amusement and a little fatigue this 
morning, if it did not go on too long. So Phil was 
sent for, when the surgeon was gone. As he entered, 
his mother went out to speak to Mr. Tooke, and write 
home. 

She then heard, from Mt. 'YooXwi ^\id ixam Firth 
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and Dale, how strong was the feeling in Hughes fa- 
vor — how strong the sympathy for his misfortune 
throughout the school. Hugh had seen no tears from 
her: but she shed them now. She then earnestly 
entreated that Hugh might not hear what she had just 
been told. He felt no doubt of the kindness of hif 
schoolfellows, and was therefore quite happy on that 
score. He was very young, and to a cert ain degree 
vain ; and if this event went to strengthen his vanity, 
to fill his head with selfish thoughts, it would be a 
misfortune indeed. The loss of his foot would be the 
least part of it. It lay with those about him to make 
this event a deep injury to him, instead of the bles- 
sing which all trials are meant by Providence eventu- 
ally to be. They all promised that, while treating' 
Hugh with the tenderness he deserved, they would not 
spoil the temper in which he had acted so well, by 
making it vain and selfish. Thefe was no fear mean- 
time of PhiPs doing him any harm in that way ; for 
Phil had a great idea of the privileges and dignity of 
seniority ; and his plan was to keep down little boys^ 
and make them humble ; not being aware that to keep 
people down is not the way to make them humble, 
but the contrary. Older people than Phil, however, 
often fall into this mistake. Many parents do, and 
many teachers ; and very many elder brothers and sis- 
ters. 

Phil entered the room shyly, and stood by the fire, 
so that the bed-curtain was between him and Hugh. 

*' Are you there, Phil ?" cried Hugh, pulling aside 
the curtain. 

" Yes," said Phil. ** How do you do this morning ?" 

" O, very well. Come here. I want to know ever 
so many things. Have you heard yet anything real 
and true about the new usher ?" 

** No," replied Phil. " But I have no doubt it is 
really Mr. Crabbe who is coming ; and that he will 
be here after Christmas. Why, Hugyi,youYo^\i.*>Mfit 
the same aa usual !" 

10* 
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** So I am, just the same, except under this thing," 
pointing to the hoop cr basket, which was placed over 
his limb, to keep off the weight of the bed-clothes. 
" I am not hurt anyipi'here else, except this bruise ;'* 
and he showed a black bruise on his arm, such as al- 
most any schoolboy can sho-v^, almost any day. 

* That's nothing," pronounced Phil. 

** The other was, though, I can tell you," declared 
Hugh. 

** Was it very, very bad ? worse than you had ever 
fancied ?" 

** O ! yes. I could have screamed myself to death. 
I did not, though. Did you hear me--did anybody 
hear me call out ?" 

" I heard you — just outside the door there — before 
the doctors came." 

" Ah! but not after — not while uncle was here. He 
cried so ! I could not call out while he was crying so. 
Where were you when they were doing it ?" 

** Just outside the door there. I heard you once, 
only once ; and that was not much." 

"But how came you to be there ? It was past bed- 
time. Had you leave to be up so late ?" 

" I did not ask it ; and nobody meddled with me.** 

" Was anybody there with you ?" 

" Yes, Firth. Dale would not. He was afraid and 
he kept away." 

" O ! is not he very sorry ?" 

" Of course. Nobody can help being sorry." 

"Do they all seem sorry? What did they do? 
What do they say ?" 

'" O ! they are very sorry; you must know that." 

** Anybody more than the rest ?" 

** Why, s©me few of them cried ; but I don't know 
that that shows them to be more sorry. It is some 
people's way to cry, and others not." 

Hugh wished mur:h to learn something about 
Tooke; but, afraid if showing what was in his 
thoughts, he went off to q\ute ?LX\oV\v«t %\)\:f^^^x« 
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"Do you know, Phil," said he, " vou would bardly 
believe it, but I have never been half so miserable as I 
was the first day or two I came here ? I don^t care 
now half so much, for all the pain, and for being lame 
and O ! but I can never be a soldier or a sailor— T 
can never go round the world ! I forgot that." 

And poor Hugh hid his face in his pillow. 

" Never mind !" said Phil, stooping over him very 
kindly. " Here is a long time before you ; and you 
will get to like something else just as well. Papa 
wanted to be a soldier, you remember, and could not ; 
and he is as happy as ever he can be, now that he is a 
shopkeeper in London. Did you ever see anybody 
merrier than my father is ? I never did. Come ! cheei 
up, Hugh ! You will be very happy somehow." 

Phil kissed him: and when Hugh looked up in 
surprise, PhiPs eyes were full of tears. 

" Now I have a good mind to ask you," said Hugh, 
* something that has been in ray mind ever since." 

** Ever since when ?" 

** Ever since I came to Crofton. What could be the 
eason that you were not more kind to me then ?" 

" I ! not kind ?" said Phil, in some confusion. 
'Was not I kind?" 

" No. At least I thought not. I was so uncomforta- 
ble — I did not know anybody, or what to do ; and I 
expected you would show me, and help me. I al- 
ways thought that I could not have felt lonely with 
you here ; and then when I came, you got out of my 
way, as if you were ashamed of me, and you did not 
help me at all ; and you laughed at me." . , 

" No : I don't think I did that." ' 

" Yes, you did indeed." 

"Well, you know, little boys always have to shift 
for themselves when they go to a great school " 

♦* But why, if they have brothers there ! That ia 
the very thing I want to know. I think it is very 
cruel." 

** J never mesmt to be cruel, of cout&e. "Bui— \sv)Xp— 
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the boys were all ready to laugh at me about a little 
brother that was scarcely any better than a girl : and 
consider how you talked, on the coach, and what ri- 
diculous hair you had, and what a fuss you made 
about your money and your pocket, and how you kept 
popping out things about Miss Harold, and the girls, 
and Susan." 

** You toere ashamed of me, then ?" 

" Well, what wonder if I was ?" 

''And you never told me about all these things. 
You let me learn them aU without any warning, or 
any help." 

"To be sure. That is the way all boys have to 
get on. .They must make their own way." 

" If ever little Harry comes to Crofton," said Hugh, 
more to himself than to Phil, " I will not leave him in 
the lurch — J will never be ashamed of him. Pray," 
said he, turning quickly to Phil, " are you ashamed 
of me still?" 

** O, no," protested Phil. ** You can shift for your; 
self— you can play, and do everything like other boys 
now. You " 

He stopped short, overcome with the sudden recol- 
lection that Hugh would never again be able to play 
like other boys — to be like them in strength, and in 
shifting for himself. 

** Ah ! I see what you are thinking of," said Hugh. 
" I am so afraid you should be ashamed of me again, 
when I come into the playground. The boys will 
quiz me ; and if you are ashamed of me " 

" O, no, no !" earnestly declared Phil. " There is 
nobody in the world that will quiz you ; or, if there 
is, they had better take care of me, I can tell them. 
But nobody will. You don't know how sorry the 
boys are. Here comes Dale. He will tell you the 
same thing." 

Dale was quite sure that any boy would, from this 

time for ever, be sent to Coventry, who should quiz 

Hugh for his lameness. T\iei«> \«^ liox. "^.X^wj xi^aw at 
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Crofton, who would not do aDjthing in the world to 
help him. 

** Why, Dale, how you have been crying !" ex- 
claimed Hugh. *' Is anything wrong in school ? Can't 
you manage your verses yet?" 

** 1*11 try that to-night," said Dale, cheerfully. 
** Yes ; m manage them. Never mind what made 
my eyes red : only, if such a thing had happened to 
me, you would have cried — ^I am sure of that." 

" Yes, indeed," said Phil. 
' "Now, Proctor, you had better go," said Dale. 
** One at a time is enough to-day ; and I shall not stay 
long." 

Phil agreed, and actually shook hands with Hugh 
before he went. 

** Phil is so kind to-day !" cried Hugh with glee ; 
** though he is disappointed of going to Uncle Shaw*s, 
on my account. And I know he had reckoned on it. 
Now, I want to know one thing — ^where did Mr. Tooke 
sleep last night ? for this is his bed." 

Dale believed he slept on the sofa. He was sure, 
at least, that he had not taken off his clothes ; for he 
had come to the door several times in the course of 
the night, to know how all was going on. 

" Why, I never knew that !" cried Hugh. ** I sup- 
pose I was asleep. Dale, what do you think is the 
reason that our fathers and mothers and people take 
care of us as they do !" 

** How do you mean ?" 

" Why, Agnes and I can not make it out. When 
we were by the seaside, mother took us a great way 
along the beach, to a place we did not know at all; 
and she bade us pick up shells, and amuse ourselves, 
while she went to see a poor woman that liv/ed just out 
of sight. We played till we were quite tired ; and 
then we sat down, and still she did not come. At l^st, 
we were sure that she had forgotten all about us ; and 
we did not think she would remember us any more : 
and we both cried.' O ! how we did ciy \ 'YVv^tl "^ 
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woman came along, with a basket at her backf and a 
great net over her arm : and she asked us what was 
the matter; and when we told her, she said she 
thought it was not likely that mother would forget us. 
And then she bade us take hold of her gown, one od 
each side, and she would try to take us to mother ; 
and the next thing was, mother came in sight. Wheo 
the woman told her what we had said, they both laugh- 
ed; 'and mother told us it was impossible that she 
should leave us behind. I asked Agnes afterward why 
it was impossible ; and she did not know ; and I am 
sure she was as glad as I was to see mbther come in 
sight. If she really never can forget us, what makes 
her remember us ?" 

Dale shook his head. He could not tell. 

"Because," continued Hugh, **we can't do any- 
tliing for anybody, and we give a great deal of trouble. 
Mother sits up very late, sometimes till near twelve, 
mending our things. There is that great basket of 
stockings she has to mend, once a fortnight ! And 
papa works very hard to get money ; and what a quan- 
llty he pays for our schoohng, and our clothes, and 
everything !" 

" Everybody would think it very shameful if he did 
m-t," suggested Dale. " If he let you go ragged and 
ignorant, it would be wicked." 

"But why?" said Hugh, vehemently. "That is 
what I want to know. We are not worth anything. 
We are nothing but trouble. Only think what so 
many people did yesterday ! My mother came a jour- 
ner; and Uncle and Aunt Shaw came; and moiher 
sat up all night ; and Mr. Tooke never went to bed— 
and all about me ! I declare I can't think why." 

Dale felt as if he knew why ; but he could not ex- 
plain it. Mrs. Proctor had heard much of what they 
were saying. She had come in before closing her let- 
ter to Mr. rroctor, to ask whether Hugh wished to 
send any particular message home. As she listened, 
§he WB8 too sorry to feel amused. She perceived that 
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she could not have done her whole duty to her chil- 
dren, if there could be such a question as this in their 
hearts — such a question discussed between them, un- 
known to her.' She spoke now ; and Hugh started, 
for he was not aware that she was in the room. 

She asked both the boys why they thought it was 
that, before little birds are fledged, the parent birds 
bring them food, as often as once in a minute, all day 
long, for some weeks. Perhaps no creatures can go 
through harder work than this ; and why do they do 
it ? for unfledged birds, which are capable of nothing 
whatever but clamoring for food, are as useless little 
creatures as can be imagined. Why does the cat take 
care of her little blind kitten with so much watchful- 
ness, hiding it from all enemies till it can ta^e care of 
itself? It is because love does not depend on the value 
of the creature loved — it is because love grows up in 
our hearts at God*s pleasure, and not by our own 
choice ; and it is God^s pleasure that the weakest and 
the least useful and profitable should be the most be- 
loved, till they become able to Ipve and help in their 
torn. 

** Is it possible, my dear," slie said to Hugh, ** that 
you did not know this — ^you who love little Hany so 
much, and take such care of him at home ? I am 
sure you never stopped to think whether Harry could 
do you any service, before helping him to play.*' 

"No: but then " • 

"But what?" 

" He is such a sweet little fellow, it is a treat to look 
at him. Every morning when I woke, I longed to be 
up, and get to him." 

" That is, you loved him. Well : your papa and I 
love you all, in the same way. We get up with pleas- 
ure to our business — ^your father to his shop, and I to 
my work-basket — because it is the greatest happiness 
in the world to serve those we love." 

Hugh said nothing ; but still, though pleased^ he did 
not look quite satisfied. 
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** Susao and cook are far more useful tc me 
any of you children," continued his naother ; * 
yet I could not work early and late for them, wit 
same pleasure as for you." 

Hugh laughed ; and then he asked whether 
was not now as useful as Susan. 

** Perhaps she is," replied his mother ; ** anc 
more she learns and does, and the more she bee* 
my friend — the more I respect her : but it is imp 
Me to love her more than I did before she could g 
o ' walk. There is some objection in your mind 
my dear. What is it?" 

** ir makes us of so much consequence—^o i 
more than I ever thought of — that the minds of g 
people should be busy about us." 

** There is nothing to be vain of in that, my 
any more than for young kittens, and birds just hi 
ed. But it is very true that all young creature 
of great consequence ; for they are the childre 
God. When, besides this, we consider what hi 
beings are — that they can never perish, but are t< 
for ever — and that they are meant to become i 
wise and holy than we can imagine, we see tha( 
feeblest infant is indeed a being of iiifinite consequ< 
This is surely a reason for Sod filling the hear 
parents with love, and making them willing to *< 
and suffer for their children, even while the little 
are most unwise and unprofitable. When you 
Agnes faacied I should forget you and desert you 
must have forgotten that you nad another Parent 
rules the hearts of all the fathers and mothers on ea 

Hugh was left alone to think this over, when h( 
given his messages home, and got Dale's pro mi 
come again as soon as he could obtain leave to d 
Both the boys were warned that this would not b 
to-morrow, as Hugh had seen quite company em 
for one day. Indeed, he slept so much, that i 
teemed to be soon come. 
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LITTLE yiCTORIES. 

Though Mr. Tooke was so busy from having no 
usher, he found time to come and see Hugh pretty 
often. He had a sofa moved into that room ; and he 
carried Hugh, without hurting him at all, and laid 
him down there comfortably, beside the fire. He took 
his tea there, with Mrs. Proctor ; and he brought up 
his newspaper, and read from it anything which he 
thought would amuse the boy. He smiled at Hush's 
scruple about occupying his room, and assured him 
tliat he was quite as well off in Mr. Camaby's room, 
except that it was not so quiet as this, and therefore 
more fit for a person in health than for an invalid. Mr. 
Tooke not only brought up plenty of books from the 
school library, but lent Hugh some valuable volumes 
of prints from his own shelves. 

Hugh could not look at these for long together. His 
head soon began to ache, and his eyes to be dazzled ; 
for he was a good deal weakened. His mother ob- 
served also that he became too eager about views in 
foreign countries, and that he even became impatient 
in his temper when talking about them. 

*• My dear boy," said she one evening, after tea, 
when she saw him ,in this state, and that it rather per- 
plexed Mr. Tooke, ** if you remember your resolution, 
I think you will put away that book." 

** O mother !" exclaimed he, ** you want to take 
away the greatest pleasure I have !" 

'* If it is a plcftsure, go on. I was afraid it was be- 
coming a pain." 

Mr. Tooke did not ask what this meant ; but he 
evidently wished to know. He soon Wtv&^^l^x^xx^ 

11 
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found himself growing more fidgety and cross, the 
further he looked into the volume of Indian Views, 
till he threw himself back upon the sofa, and stuffed 
his handkerchief into his mouth, and stared at the 
fire, struggling, as his mother saw, to help crying. 
»• I will take away the book — shall I, my dear ?" 

"Yes, mother. O dear! I shall never keep my vow, 
I know." 

Mrs. Proctor told Mr. Tooke that Hugh had made 
a resolution which she earnestly hoped he might be 
able to keep : to bear cheerfully every disappointment 
and trouble caused by this accident, from the greatest 
to the least ;- from being obliged to give up being a 
traveller by-and-by, to the shoemaker^s wondering 
that he wanted only one shoe. Now, if looking at 
pictures of foreign countries made him less cheerful, 
it seemed to belong to his resolution to give up that 
pleasure for the present. Hugh acknowledged that it 
did; and Mr. Tooke, who was pleased at what he 
* heard, carried away the Indian Views, and brought 
instead a very fine work on Trades, full of plates rep- 
resenting people engaged in every kind of trade and 
manufacture. Hugh was too tired to turn ov^r any 
more pages to-night : but his master said the book 
might stay in the room now; and when Hugh was 
removed, it might go with him ; and, as he was able 
to sit up more, he might like to copy some of the 
plates. 

** Removed !" exclaimed Hugh. 

His mother smiled, and told him that he was going 
on so well that he might soon now be removed to 
his uncle's. 

*♦ Where," said Mr. Tooke, " you will have more 
quiet and more liberty than you can have here. Your 
brother, and any other boys you like, can run over to 
see you, at any time ; and you will be out of the noise 
of tne playground." 

" I wonder how it is there is so little noise from the 
playground here," said H\x^\i. 
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** It is because the boys have been careful to make 
DO noise since your accident. We can not expect 
them to put themselves under such restraint for long." 

** O no, no ! I had better go. But, mother, you 
you Aunt Shaw is very kind, but " 

** I shall stay with you as long as you want me." 

Hugh was quite happy. 

"But how in the world shall I get there?" he 
presently asked. " It is two whole miles ; and we canH 
lay my leg up in the gig : besides its being so cold." 

His mother told him that his uncle had a very nice 
plan for his conveyance. , Mr. Annanby approved of 
it, and thought he might be moved the first sunny day. 

»* What, to-morrow ?" 

" Yes, if the sun shines." 

Mr. Tooke unbolted the shutter, and declared that 
it was such a bright starry evening that he thought 
* to-morrow would be fine. 

The morning was fine ; and during the very finest 
part of it came Mr. Shaw. He told Hugh that there 
was a good fire blazing at home in the back -room that 
looked into the garden, which was to be Hugh's. 
From the sofa by the fireside one might see the lau- 
rustinus on the grass-plat, now cof ered with fiowers : 
and when the day was warm enough to let him lie in 
the window, he could see the mill, and all that was 
going on round it. 

Hugh hked the idea of all this ; but he still looked 
anxious. 

" Now tell me," said his uncle, ** what person in aU 
the world you would like best for a companion." 

** In all the world !" exclaimed Hugh. " Suppose I 
say the Great Mogul ?" 

•* Well, tell us how to catch him, and we will try. 
M eantime, you can have his picture. I believe we have 
a pack of cards in the house." 

" But do you mean really, uncle, the person I should 
like best in all the world, out of Croflon ?" 

**y*i8: out with it I" 
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•*I should like Agnes best," said Hugh, timidly. 

" We thought as much. I am glad we were right 
Well, ray boy, Agnes is there." 

" Agnes there ! Only two miles off! "How long will 
she stay ?" 

'' O, there is no hurry about that. We shall see 
when you are well what to do next." 

"But will she stay till the holydays ?" 

" O, yes, longer than that, I hope." 

"But then she will not go home with me for the 
holydays." 

** Never mind about the holydays now. Your holy- 
days begin to-day. You have nothing to do but to get 
well now, and make yourself at home at my house, 
and be merry with Agnes. Now shall we go, while 
the sun shines ? Here is your mother all cloaked up 
in her warm things." 

" O, mother! Agnes is come," cried Hugh. 

This was no news ; for it was his mother who had 
guessed what companion he would like to have. She 
now showed her large warm cloak, in which Hugh 
was to be wrapped ; and his neck was muffled up in a 
comforter. 

"But how am I to go?" asked Hugh, trembliiig 
with this little bustle. 

" Quietly in your bed," said his uncle. " Come, f 
will lift you into it." 

And bis uncle carried him down stairs to the fronl 
door, where two of Mr. Shaw's men stood with a lit 
ter, which was slung upon poles, and carried like a 
sedan-chair. There was a mattress upon the litter, od 
which Hugh lay as comfortably as on a sofa. He said 
it was like being carried in a palanquin in India, if on 
ly there was hot sunshine, and no frost and snow. 

Mr. Tooke, and Mrs. Watson, and Firth shook 
hands with Hugh, and said they should be glad to sei 
him back again : and Mr. Tooke added that some of 
the boys should visit him pretty often till the breaking 
up. rfobody else was allowed to come quite near« 



LITTLE VICTORIES. 126 

but the boys clustered at that side of the playground 
to see as much as they could. Hugh waved his 
hand ; and every boy s^w it ; and in a moment every 
hat and cap was off, and the boys gave three cheers, 
the loudest that had ever been heard at Crofton. The 
most surprising thing was that Mr. Tooke cheered ; 
and Mr. Shaw too. The men looked as if they would 
have liked to set down the litter, and cheer too : but 
they did not quite do that. They only smiled as if 
they were pleased. 

There was one person besides who did not cheer. 
Tooke stood apart from the other boys, looking very 
sad. As the litter went down the by-road, he began 
to walk away ; but Hugh begged the men to stop, and 
called to Tooke. Tooke turned : and when Hugh 
beckoned, he forgot all about bounds, leaped the pal- 
ing, and came running. Hugh said, 

" I have been wanting to see you so ! but I did not 
like to ask for you particularly." 

•* Pwish I had known that." 

" Come and see me— do," said Hugh. " Come the 
very first, won*t you ?" 

"If I may." 

** O, you may, I know." 

"Well, I will, thank you. Good-by." 

And on went the litter, with Mrs. Proctor and Mr. 
Shaw walking beside it. The motion did not hurt 
Hugh at all ; and he was so warmly wrapped up, and 
the day» so fine, that he was almost sorry when the 
two miles were over. And yet, there was Agnes, out 
upon the steps ; and she sat beside him on the sofa in 
his cheerful room, and -told him that she had nothing 
to do but to wait on him, and play with him. She did 
not tell him yet that she must learn directly to nurse 
him and, with her aunt's help, fill her mother's place, 
because her mother was much wanted at home : but 
this was in truth one chief Yeason for her coming. 

Though there was now really nothing the matter 
with Hugh — though he ate, dtanVL, a\e^X, ^\A ^\aa^ 
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BtreDgth, bis mother would not leave him till she saw 
him well able to go about. The carpenter soon came, 
with some crutches he had borrowed for Hugh to 
try : and when they were sure of the right length, 
Hugh had a new pair. He found it rather nervous 
work at first, using them ; and he afterward laughed I 
at the caution with which he began. First, he had 
somebody to lift him from his seat, and hold him till 
he was firm on his crutches. Then he carefully moved 
one crutch at a time, and then the other; and he put 
8o much strength into it, that hfi was quite tired when 
he had been once across the room and back again. 
Every stumble made him shake all over. He made 
Agnes try ; and he was almost provoked to see how 
lightly she could hop about ; but then, as he said, she 
could put a second foot down to save herself, when- 
ever she pleased. Every day, however, walking be- 
came easier to him ; and he even discovered, when 
accidentally left alone, and wanting something from 
the opposite end of the room, that he could rise, and 
set forth by himself, and be independents And in one 
of these excursions it was that he found the truth of 
what Agnes had told him — ^how much easier it was to 
move both crutches together. When he showed his 
mother this, she said she thought he would soon learn 
to do with only one. 

Hugh found himself subject to very painful feelings 
sometimes, such as no one quite understood, and such 
as he feared no one was able to pity as they deserved. 
A surprise of this sort happened to him the evening 
before his father was to come to see him, and to fetch 
away his mother. » 

It was the dark hour in the afternoon — ^the hour 
when Mrs. Proctor and her children enjoyed eveiy 
day a quiet talk, befbre Mr. Shaw came to carry Hugh 
into his aunt's parlor to tea. Nothing could be mer- 
rier than Hugh had been; an«l his mother and Agnes 
were chatting, when they l\iow%lit.tkey heard a sob 
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iVom the sofa. They spoke to Hugh, and found that 
ne was indeed crying bitterly. 

*♦ What is it, my dear ?" said his mother. " Agnes, 
have we said anything that could hurt him ?" 

**No, no," sobbed Hugh. "I will tell you pres- 
ently." 

And presently he told them that he was so busy lis- 
tening to what they said, that he forgot everything 
else, when h^ felt as if something had got between 
two of his toes ; unconsciously he put his hand down, 
and his foot was not there ! Nothing could be plainer 
than the feeling in his toes : and then, when he put 
out his hand, and found nothing, it was so terrible — it 
startled him so— 

It was a comfort to him to find that his mother 
knew all about this. She came and kneeled beside* 
his sofa, and told him that many persons who had 
lost a limb considered this odd feeling the most pain- 
ful thing they had to bear for some time ; but that, 
though the feeling would return occasionally through 
life, it would cease to be painful. When he had be- 
come so used to do without his foot as to leave off 
wanting or wishing for it, he would perhaps make a 
^oke of the feeling, instead of being disappointed. 
At least she knew that some 'people did so who had 
lost a Umb. 

This did not comfort Hugh much, for every pros- 
pect had suddenly become darkened. He said he did 
not know how he should bear his misfortune ; he was 
pretty sure he could not bear it. It seemed so long 
ahready since it had happeiied ! And when he thought 
of the long, long days, and months, and years, to the 
end of his life, and that he should never run and plav, 
and never be like other people, and never able to do 
the commonest things without labor and trouble, he 
wished he was dead. He had rather have died. 

Agnes thought he must be miserable indeed, if he 
could venture to say this to his motViw. ^\v^ ^-w^tfi.^^ 
at her motber'a facet but there vraa no ^^^^"as'os^ 
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there. Mrs. Proctor said this feeling was very Datu 
ral. She had felt it herself, under smaller misfortunes 
than Hugh's: but she had found that, though the 
prospect appears all strewn with troubles, they come 
singly, and are not worth minding, after all. She told 
Hugh that, when she was a little girl, very lazy, fond 
of her bed, fond of her book, and not at all fond of 
washing and dressing 

** Why, mother ! you !" exclaimed Hugh. 

** Yes ; that was the sort of little girl I was. "Well, 
I was in despair, one day, at the thought that I should 
have to wash, and clean my teeth, and brush my hair, 
and put on every daily article of dress, every morn- 
ing, as long as I lived. There was nothing I disliked 
so much ; and yet it was the thing that must be done 
every day of my whole life." 

" Did you tell anybody ?" asked Hugh. 

'* No ; I was ashamed to do that ; but I remember 
I cried. You see how it turns out. Grown people, 
who have got to do everything by habit, so easily as 
not to think about it, wash and dress every morning, 
without ever being weary of it. We do not consider 
&o much as once a year what we are doing at dress- 
ing-time, though at seven ycjars old it is a very labori- 
ous and tiresome affair to get ready for breakfast." 

** Jt is the same about writing letters," observed 
Agnes. " The first letter I ever wrote was to Aunt 
Shaw ; and it took so long, and was so tiresome, that, 
when I thought of all the exercises I should have to 
write for Miss Harold, and all the letters that I must 
send to my relations when I grew up, I would have 
given everything I had in the world not to have learn- 
ed to write. O ! how I pitied papa, when I saw 
sometimes the pile of letters that were lying to go to 
the post !'• 

" And how do you like corresponding with Phil 
now ?" 

Agnea owned, with blushes, that she still dreaded 
the task for some days beCote, ^xi^ fe\\. ^^x\ar.w1^^ 
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gay when it was done. Her mother believed that, if 
infants could think • and look forward, they would be 
far more terrified with the prospect of having to walk 
on their two legs all their lives, than lame people 
could be at having to learn the art in part over again. 
Grown people are apt to doubt whether they can 
learn a new language, though children make no diffi- 
culty about it ; the reason of which is, that grown 
people see at one view the whole labor, while chil- 
(hren do not look beyond their daily task. Experi- 
ence, however, always brings relief. Experience 
shows that every effort comes at its proper time, and 
that there is variety or rest in the intervals. People 
who have to wash and dress every morning have other 
things to do in the afterpart of the day ; and, as the 
old j^ble tells us, the clock that has to tick, before it 
is worn out, so many millions of times as it perplexes 
the mind to think of, has exactly the same number of 
seconds to do it in ; so that it never has more work on 
its hands than it can get through. So Hugh would 
find that he could move about, on each separate occa^ 
sion, as he wanted ; and practice would, in time, en- 
able him to do it without any more thought than it 
now cost him to put all the bones of his hands in 
order, so as to carry his tea and bread and butter to 
his tnputj;^. 

** But tha: is not all — not half what I mean,*' said 
Hugh. 

"No, my dear; nor half what you will have to 
make up your mind to bear. You will have a great 
deal to bear, Hugh. You resolved to bear it all pa- 
tiently, I remember ; but what is it that you dread 
the most ?" 

** O ! all manner of things. I can never do things 
like other people." 

"Some things. You can never play cricket, as 
eveiy Crofton boy would like to do. You can never 
dance at your sister's Christmas parties." 

"Oh! mamma!" cried Agnes, VvtVv X«'»x% Saa.V«t 
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eyes, and the thought in her mind that it was cruel to 
talk so. 

" Go on ! Go on !" cried Hugh, brightening. 
" You know what I feel, mother ; and you don't keep 
telling me, as Aunt Shaw does (and even Agnes some- 
times), that it wonH signify much, and that I shall 
not care, and all that ; making out that it is no misfor- 
tune hardly, when I know what it is, and they don't." 
♦' That is a common way of trying to give comfort, 
and it is kindly meant,'* said Mrs. Proctor. ** But 
those who have suffered much themselves know a 
better way. The best way is not to deny any of the 
trouble or the sorrow, and not to press on the sufferer 
any comforts which he can not now see and enjoy. 
If comforts arise, he will enjoy them as they come." 
"Now then, go on," said Hugh. " What else?" 
" There will be little checks and mortifications con- 
tinually — ^when you see boys leaping over this, and 
climbing that, and playing at the other, while you 
must stand out and can only look on. And some peo- 
ple will pity you in a way you don't like : and some 
toay even laugh at you." 

** O, mamma !" exclaimed Agnes. 
** I have seen arid heard children in the street do it," 
replied Mrs. Proctor. ♦* This is a thing almost below 
notice ; but I mentioned it while we were reckoning 
up our troubles." 

»♦ Well, what else ?" said Hugh. 
•* Sooner or later, you will have to follow some way 
of life determined by this accident, instead of one that 
you would have liked better. But we need not think 
of this yet : not till you have become accustomed to 
your lameness." 
" Well, what else ?" 

" I must ask you now. I can think of nothing 
more ; and I hope there is not much else ; for indeed 
I think here is quite! enough for a boy, or any one 
else, to bear." 
" I will bear it, tlio\x0i— ^o\x V^ ^^: 
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You will find great helps. These misfortunes, 
of themselves, strengthen one's mind. They have 
^ome advantages too. You will be a better scholar 
for your lameness, 1 have no doubt. You will read 
more books, and have a mind richer in thoughts. 
You will be more beloved — not out of mere pity : for 
people in general will soon leave off pitying you, 
when once you learn to be active again ; bnt because 
you have kept faith with your schoolfellows, and 
shown that yon can bear pain. Yes, you will be 
more loved by us all ; and you yourself will love God 
more for having given you something to bear for his 
sake.** 

" I hope so — I think so," said Hugh. " O, mother ! 
I may be very happy yet." 

♦* Very happy : and when you have once made up 
your mind to everything, the less you think and speak 
about it, the happier you will be. It is very right for 
us now, when it is all new, and strange, and painful, 
to talk it well over ; to face it completely : but when 
your mind is made up, and you are a Crofton boy 
again, you will not wish to speak much of your own 
concerns, unless it be to me, or to Agnes, sometimes 
when your heart is full." 

** Or to Dale, when you are far off." 
*♦ Yes — to Dale, or some one friend at Crofton. 
But there is only one friend that one is quite sure to 
get strength from — the same who has given strength 
to all the brave people that ever lived, and comfort to 
all sufferers. When the greatest of all sufferers 
wanted relief, what did he do ?" 

** He went by himself, and prayed," said Agnes. 
" Yes, that is the way,'* observed Hugh, as if he 
knew by experience. 

Mr. Shaw presently came, to say that tea was 
ready. 

** I am too big a baby to be carried now,*' cried 
Hugh, gayly. " Let me toy if I can not go alcyafc " 
^^Why, there is the/ step at the pdxVoT ^<^Qt>'' «»A 
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Mr. Shaw doubtfully. ' f* At any rate, stop till 1 bring 
a light." V 

But Hugh followed cldse upon his uncle's heels, 
and was over the step before^ifes aunt ^jupptg^pd he 
was half way across the hall. After tea/his uncle 
and he were so full of p^y, that the ladies could 
hardly hear one another spe^ till Hugh was^gone to 
bed, 400 tired to laugh any more. 
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CHAPTER XI. 

DOMESTIC MANNERS. 

After Mr. Proctor had come and was gone, and 
Mrs. Procjtor was gone with him, Hugh began to 
wonder why Tooke had never paid the visit he had 
promised. Several boys had called ; some to thank 
Hugh for balls that he had quilted ; some to see how 
he got on ; and some to bring him Crofton news. 
Mr. Tooke had fastened his horse up at the door, in 
passing, and stepped in for a few minutes, two or 
three times a week ; but it was now within six days 
of the holydays, and the one Hugh most wished to 
see had not appeared. His uncle observed his wist- 
ful look when the door-bell rang, and drew his con- 
clusions. He said, on the Wednesday before the 
break ing-up, that he was going to drive past the Crof- 
ton school ; that it was such a fine day that he thought 
Hugh might go with him, and perhaps they might 
persuade some one to come home to dinner with 
them. 

Hugh had never enjoyed ^he open air more than 
during this drive. He had yet much to learn about 
the country, and it was all as beautiful as it was new* 
His uncle pointed out to him the fieldfares wheeling 
in flocks over the fallows ; and tne raobits in the war- 
ren, scampering away with their little white tails 
turned up ; and the robin hopping in the frosty path- 
way ; and the wild ducks splashing among the reeds 
in the marshes. They saw the cottagers' children 
trying to collect snow enough from the small remains 
of the drifts to make snow-balls, and obliged to throw 
away the dirty snow that would melt, and would not 
bind. As they left the road, and turned xYvc^xx^'^ 
copse, because Mr. Shaw had buainess mtk'^Jlx. ^\ii- 
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liyan^s gamekeeper, a pheasant flew out, wliirring, 
from some ferns and brambles, and showed its long 
tail-feathers before it disappeared over the hedge. All 
these sights were new to Hugh ; and all, after pain 
and confinement, looked beautiful and gay. 

Mr. Shaw could not stop for Hugh to get out at 
Crofton ; so, when his arrival was seen, the boys were 
allowed to go out of bounds, as far as the gig, and speak 
to their school-fellow. Mr. Shaw asked Tooke to 
mount, and go home with them for the day : and 
Tooke was so pleased — so agreeably surprised to see 
Hugh look quite well and merry, that he willingly ran 
off to ask leave, and to wash his face, and to change 
his jacket When he had jumped in, and Hugh had 
bidden the rest good-by, a sudden shyness came over 
his poor conscious visiter : and it was not lessened by 
Mr. Shaw telling Tooke that he did not do credit to 
Crofton air — so puny as he seemed : and that he look- 
ed at that moment more like one that had had a bad 
accident than Hugh did. When Mr. Shaw perceived 
how the boy^s eyes filled with tears in an instant, he 
probably thought within himself that Tooke was sadly 
weak-spirited, and altogether more delicate than he 
had been aware of. 

Hugh was full of questions about Crofton matteis, 
however; and long before they reached Mr. Shaw's, 
they were chattering as busily as possible. But then 
it was all spoiled to Tooke again by seeing Hugh lifted 
out, and his crutclies Drought to him, and Agnes ready 
to take his hat and cloak, instead of his being able to 
run about, doing everything for himself. 

The sofa had been left iu Hughes room, and there 
was a fire there every afternoon, for him and Agnes, 
that their aunt might have the parlor to herself till tea- 
time. The three young people went therefore to this 
room after dinner. Agnes felt a little uncomfortable, 
as she always did when any Crofton boys came. They 
had so much to say to each other of things that she 
did DO understand, and ao ^«ry Vlxx\& x<(^ ^.a^y to her, that 
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•he continually felt as if she was in the way. When 
she proposed, as usual, that Hugh should go through 
his exercises in walking and running (for she was in- 
defatigable in hel{Mng him to learn to walk well, and 
superintending his practice every afternoon), he re- 
fused hastily and rather rudely. Of course, she could 
not know that he had a reason for wishing not to show 
off his lameness before Tooke; and she thought him 
lukind. He might indeed have remembered to ask 
her before to say nothing this afternoon about his ex- 
ercises. She took out her work, and sat down at 
some distance from the boys ; but they did not get on. 
It was very awkward. At last, the boys* eyes met, and 
they saw that they should like to talk freely, if they 
could. 

" Agnes," said Hugh, ** can not you go somewhere, 
and leave us alone?** 

" I hardly know where I can go,** replied Agnes. 
** I must not disturb aunt ; and there is no fire any- 
where else.** 

" O, I am sure aunt won*t mind, for this one after- 
noon. You can be as still as a mouse.: and she can 
do2^ away, as if nobody was there.** 

** I can be as still as a mouse here,** observed Agnes. 
** I can take my work to that farthest window ; and if 
you whisper, I shall not hear a word you say. Or, if 
1 do hear a word, I will tell you directly. And you 
will let me come, now and then, and warm myself, if 
I find I can not hold my needle any longer.** 

** No, no ; that won*t do. We can't talk so. Do 
just go, and see whether aunt can not let you be there 
for this one afternoon.*' 

Agnes did not like to refuse anything to Hugh : but 
she hesitated to take such a bold step as this. In his 
eagerness, Hugh requested the same favor of Tooke; 
but Tooke, more anxious than even Agnes to oblige, 
had not courage for such an errand. Hugh snatch- 
ed his crutches, and declared he would go hiTOaft.\£ 
But now Agnes gave way. She gathexed \x^ Xvcf^ a^> 
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and left the room. Hugh little imagined where she 

went, this cold, darkening December afternoon. She 

* went to her own room, put on her cloak, and walked 

up and down till tea was ready, without fire or candle, 

, and not very happy in her mind. 

Meanwhile the boys basked before a glowing fire. 
Tooke began directly to open his full heart. 

*' Was that true that your sister said at dinner, about 
your always longing so to come to Crofton ?*' 

" Yes." 

** How sorry you must be that you came ! How 
, you must wish you had never seen me !" 

" I knew there would be things to bear, whenever I 
came ; and particularly while I was the youngest 
Your father told me that; and one of the things that 
made me want to come more than ever was his telling 
me how you bore things when you were the youngest 
— being set on the top of that wall, and so on." 

'* Indeed, indeed, I never meant to hurt you when I 
pulled your foot. I suppose you are quite sure that 
it was I that gave that first pull ? Are you ?" 

*' Why, yes ; I am sure of that ; and so are you : 
but I know very well that you meant no harm ; and 
that is the reason I would not tell. After what you 
did about the sponge, I could not think you meant any 
harm to me." 

Tooke could not remember anything about a sponge; 
and when he was told, he thought nothing of it. He 
went on — 

** Do you think you shall never tell anybody, as long 
as you live, who pulled you first ?" 

** Never," said Hugh, " unless I tell it in my sleep; 
and that is not likely, for I never think about it in die 
daytime — or scarcely ever ; and when I can run about 
again, I dare say I shall never think of it at all." 

"But will you ever run about ?" 

" O yes ! finely, you will see. I shall begin first 
with a little stick leg, v«ry light. Mother is going to 
send some for me to try. ^\ieTi 1 ^tdl q< mau^ I shall 
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have one that will look like a real foot; but that will 
not be so light as the one you will see me with after 
the holy days. But you do not half know what I can 
do now, with my crutches. Here, I will show you." 

As he flourished about, and -played aotics, Agnes 
heard the pit-pat of his crutches, and she thought she 
might as well have been there, if they had told all 
their secrets, and had got to play. But the noise did 
not last long, for Hughes performances did not make 
Tooke veiy merry : and the boys sat down quietly 
again. 

" Now, rU tell you what," said Tooke. ** I am a 
bigger and stronger boy than you, without considering 
this accident. I'll take care of you all the time you 
are at Crofton ; and always afterward, if I can. Mind 
you that. If anybody teazes you, you call me — that's 
all. Say you will." 

" Why," said Hugh, " I had rather take care of my- 
self. I had rather make no difference between you 
and everybody else." 

** There now I You don't forgive me after all." 

" I do — upon my word, I do. But why should I 
make any differeoce between you and the rest, when 
you did not mean me any harm-^any more than they ? 
Besides, it might make people suspect." 

** Well, let them. Sometimes I wish," continued 
Tooke, twisting himself about in the uneasiness of his 
mind, "sometimes I wish that everybody knew now. 
They say murderers can not keep their secret. They 
are sure to tell, when they can not bear it any longer." 

" That is because of their consciences," said Hugh. 
** But you are not guilty of anything, you know. I 
am sure I can keep a secret easily enough when I am 
not to blame in it." 

'* Yes : you have shown that. But " 

" Come ! don't let us talk any more about that. Only 
just this. Has* anybody accused you? Because I 
must know — I must be on my guard." 

** Nobody has said a word, because tsv^ fex^aei >aasfc 
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pnt US all upon honor Dever to mention it ; bnt I al« 
ways feel as if all their eyes were npon me all day— 
and sometimes in the night/' 

** Nonsense ! I don't belieye anybody has pitched on 
you particularly. And when school opens again, all 
their eyes will be on me to see how I manage. But 
I don*t mean to mind that. Anybody may stare that 
likes." 

Hugh sighed, howeyer, after saying this ; and Tooke 
was silent. At length he declared,— 

** Whatever you say against it, I shall always take 
your part ; and you have only to ask me, and I will 
always run anywhere, and do anything for you. Mind 
you that." 

" Thank you," said Hugh. •* Now tell me about 
the new usher : for I dare say you know more than 
the other boys do. Holt and I shall be under him al- 
together, I suppose." 

" Yes : and you will be well off, by what I hear. 
He is as little like Mr. Camaby as need be." 

All the rest of the afternoon was taken up with sto- 
ries of Mr. Camaby and, other ushers, so that the boys 
were surprised when the maid came to tell them that 
tea was ready. 

Agnes was making tea. Hugh was so eager to re- 
peat to his uncle some of the good stories that he had 
just heard, that he did not observe, as his aunt did, how 
/ed his sister's fingers were, and how she shivered still. 

** My dear," said Mrs. Shaw, " you have let these 
koys keep you away from the fire." 

"Yes, aunt. Never mind ! I shall be warm enough 
presently." 

" But you should not allow it, Agnes. How are 
they ever to learn manners, if they are not made to 
give way to young ladios while they are young? 
Boys are sure to be rude enough, at any rate. Their 
sisters should know better than to spoil them." 

Whiie poor Agnea'a hardships were ending with a 
lecture, Hugh was chaltetva^ %:w«:5,i»3X'ax "^vime 
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that he had treated his sister much as Phil had treated 
him on his going to Crofton. If any one bad told him 
that he was tyrannical, he would have been as much 
surprised as he had been at PhiPs tyranny over him. 
He did not know indeed that his sister had been in the 
cold and in the dark ; but he might have felt that he 
had used her with a roughness which is more painful 
to a loving heart than cold and darkness are to the 
body 



CHAPTER XII. 

HOLT AND HIS DIGNITY. 

There was no reason now why Hugh should oof 
go to church. He and his crutches went between his 
uncle and aunt in the gig one way, and between his 
uncle and Agnes home again; and he could walk up 
th^ aisle quite well. He had been pleased at the idea 
of attending church again, and had never thought of 
the pain of being stared at for his lameness. This 
pain came upon him as he entered the church r and 
as he went up toward his uncle's pew, and saw the 
crowd of Crofton boys all looking at him, and some 
of the poor people turning their heads as he passed, 
to observe how he got on, he felt covered with confu- 
sion, and wished that he had waited one more Sunday, 
when the Crofton boys would have beeta all gone, and 
there would have been fewer eyes to mark his infirmi- 
ty. But better thoughts soon arose, and made him 
ashamed of his false shame ; 'and before the service 
was over, he felt how trifling is any misfortune while 
we are friends with God, in comparison with the least 
wrong-doing which sets us at a distance from him. 
He could not but feel after church that he had rather, 
a thousand times, be as he was thati be poor Lamb, wbo 
slunk away from him, and hid himself behind the other 
boys — his mind sore and troubled, no doubt, about his 
debt, qnd his cheating transaction, so long as:©. Hugh 
asked some of the boys to bring up Lamb^ to shake 
hands before parting for the holydays ; but he would 
not come, and wriggled himself out of sight. Then 
Hugh recollected that he could forgive Lamb as well 
without Lamb's knowing it; and he let him alone. 

Then there was Ho\l. H.^ ^wd Holt had parted on 
uneasy terms ; and Holl honv XooNj^^ ^^^ "Mv^>a»R.war 
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foitable. Hugh beckoned to him, and asked him 
whether he was really to remain at Crofton all the 
holydays. 

" Yes," said Holt. " I am the only one not eoing 
home, unless you are to stay hereabouts. Even Tooke 
is to be at his uncle*s in London. When do you go 
home ?" 

" Not quite yet ;— not at the beginning of the holy- 
days," said Hugh, hesitating, and looking up at his 
uncle. For, in truth, he did not know exactly what 
was planned for him, and bad been afraid to ask. 

His uncle sai^, very kindly, that he -was not going 
to part with Hugh till school opened again. He 
would recover his full strength better in the country ; 
and his aunt had promised his parents that he should 
be a stout boy again by the time he was wanted at 
Crofton. 

This was what Hugh had dreaded to hear : and when 
he thought that he should not see his parents, nor lit- 
tle Harry, for many months, his heart sank. But he 
was still in the church ; and perhaps the place helped 
him to remember his mother's expectation that he 
should not fail, and his own resolution to bear cheer- 
fully whatever troubles his misfortune brought upon 
him, from the greatest to the least. So, when he 
heard his uocle saying to Holt that he should ask Mr. 
Tooke to let him come- and spend two or three weeks 
at his house, he said so heartily that he hoped Holt 
would come, that Holt felt that whatever discontent 
had been between them was forgiven and forgotten. 

Phil went home, of course ; and when Holt arrived 
at Mr. Shaw's, Agnes also returned to London, that 
she might see something of Phil. Then the twd boys 
were glad to be together, though Hugh would rather 
have had his dear friend Dale for a companion ; and 
Holt knew that this was the case. Yet Hugh saw, 
and was glad to see, that Holt was improved. He 
had plucked up some spirit, and was more IvW^ ^NJoax 
lads, though stiJJ, by his own accouiiV, too tovjkS^X:^^ 
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a timid, helpless foreigner among die rough CroftoB 
boys. 

All the boys had some lessons to prepare in dM 
holydays. Every one who had ever written a theme 
had a theme to write now. Every boy who conld 
construe had a good piece of Latin to prepare ; and 
all bad either Latin or English verses to learn by heart 
Mrs. Shaw made a point of her young visiters sitting 
down every morning after breakfast to their business ; 
and Hugh was anxious to spare no pains, this time, 
about his theme, that, if he w^ to be praised, he might 
deserve it. He saw that Holt could not lix his atten- 
tion well, either upon work or play ; and one morning, 
when Hugh was pondering how, withont knowing 
anything of history, he should find a modern example 
to match well with his ancient one (which he had 
picked up by chance), Holt burst upon his meditation 
with 

" I have a good mind to tell you what has been upon 
my mind this ever so long.*' 

" Wait a minute,*' said Hugh. " I must find my 
example first." 

No example could he find, to his satisfaction, this 
day. He gave it up till to-morrow, and then asked 
Holt what was on his mind. But Holt now drew back, 
and did not thiok he could tell. This made Hugh 
press ; and Hugh's pressing looked like sympathy, and 
gave Holt courage : so that the thing came out at last 
Holt was very miserable, for he was deep in debt, and 
the boys never let him alone about it ; and he did not 
see how he should ever pay, as nobody was Ukely to 
give him any money. 

** Remember, it is only sixpence that you owe me 
— not a shilling,"' said Hugh. 

Holt sighed. Perhaps he had hoped that Hugh 

would excuse him altogether. He explained that tUs 

sixpence was not all, nor the chief part. He told that, 

when the whole school was on the heath, one Satm^ 

day, they h?d seen a bvWooii x^vck^^v^ ^S&tAnce, and 
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some boys began betting about what direction it would 
move in when it ceased to rise perpendicularly. The 
betting spread till the boys told him he must bet, or he 
would be the only one left out, and would look like a 
shabby fellow. 

" And you did ? " exclaimed Hugh. »* How silly !" 

" You would have done it, if you had been there.** 

"No: I should not." 

" Yes, you would. Or, if you had not, it would 
have been because of— I know what." 

" Because of what, pray ?" 

** Because of something the boya say about you. 
They say you are very fond of mon^." 

"I! fond of money! I declare I never heard of 
such a thing." 

" Well, you know you made a great fuss about that 
half-crown." 

" As if it was about the money I" cried Hugh. "1 
should not have cared a bit if my uncle had asked me 
for it back again the next day. It was the being cheait-^ 
ed. That was the thing. What a shame ^" 

" By the bye, did your uncle ever ask what yem did 
with that half-crown?" 

" No ; but he will next week, at the January fair. 
He will be sure to ask then. What a shame of the 
boys to say so, when I forgave " 

He remembered, just in time, that he had better not 
boast or speak aloud of having forgiven Lamb his debt 
in secret. He resolved that he would not say another 
word, but let the boys see that he did not care for 
money for its own sake. They were all wrong, but 
he would be above noticing it; and, besides, he really 
had been very anxious about his half-crown, and they 
bad only mistaken the reason. 

" Hr*w much did you bet on the balloon ?" he in- 
quired of Holt. 

"A shilling ; and I lost.*' 

** Then you owe eighteen-pence." 
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** But that is not all. I borrowed a shilling of Men 
dith to pay school-fines—" 
*' What for ?" 

** Chiefly for leaving my books about. Mereditb 
•ays I promised to pay him before the holydays ; but 
I am sure I never did. He twitted me about it so that 
I declare I would have fought him, if I could have 
paid him first." 

" That's right !" exclaimed Hugh. " Why Holt, 
what a different fellow you are I You never used to 
talk of fighting." 

** B ut this fellow Meredith plagued me so ! If it had 
not been for that shilling, I would have knocked him 
down. — Well, here is half-a-crown altogether; and 
how am I ever to get half-a-crown ?" 
** Can not you ask your uncle ?" 
*• No ; you know I can't. You know he complains 
about having to pay the bills for me before my father 
can send the money from India." 

** I suppose it would take too longto ask your fa- 
ther. Yes ; of course it would. There would be 
another holydays before you could have an answer; 
and almost another stiH. — I wonder what Uncle Shaw 
would say. He is very kind always, but it might set 
him asking—" 

** And what should I do, staying here, if he should 
be angry, and refuse? What should I do every day 
at dinner?" 

" I know what I would do," said Hugh, decidedly. 
** I would tell Mr. Tooke all about it, and ask him for 
half-a-crown." 

" Mr. Tooke ? O ! I dare not." 
" I dare— in holyday-time. He is your master- 
next to being your father, while your father is so far 
away. You had better ask Mr. Tooke, to be sure." 
" What, go to Crofton, and speak to him ? I really 
want not to be a coward — but I never could go and 
reii him." 
** Write him a leUcc, X\ift\i.— ^«ft\ \!baSL\&^S^i& way. 
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Write a letter, and 1 will get one of my uncle^snien 
to carry it, and wait for an answer ; and then you will 
not be long in 8U8]>ense, at any rate." 

*' I wish I dare !" 

"Holt was not long in passing from wishing to dar- 
ing. He wrote a letter which Hugh thought would 
do, though he rather wished Holt had not mentioned 
liim as instigating the act. This was the letter. > 

" The Mill, January 6th. 
•'Dear Sir :— 

" I am very unhappy ; and Proctor thinks I had 
better tell you what is upon my mind. I owe some 
money, and I do not see how I can ever pay it, unless 
you will help me. You know I have owed Proctoi 
six-pence for ginger-beer, this long time ; and, as 
Lamb has never paid him his share. Proctor can not 
excuse me this debt. Then I owe a boy a shilling, 
lent me for school-fines ; and he never lets me alone 
about it. Then I was led into betting a shilling on a 
balloon, and I lost ; and so I owe half-a-crown. If 
you would lend me that sum, sir, I shall be obliged 
to you for ever, and I shall never forget it. 

** Yours respectfully, 

" Thomas Holt.** 

Mr. Shawns man George carried the letter ; but he 
brought back neither letter nor money : only a mes- 
sage that Mr. Tooke would call ; which put Holt into 
a great fright, and made Hugh rather uneasy. 

There was no occasion for this, however. Mr. 
Tooke came alone into the room where the boys were 
sitting ; and neither Mr. oor Mrs. Shaw appeared 
during the whole time of his visit : a thing which was 
rather odd, but which the boys were very glad of. 
When Mr. Tooke had told them a little of some new 
boys expected after the holydays, he said, 

" Well, now, Holt, let us see whal cwa \i^ ^^c^roft 
about your affairs." 

13 
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Holt looked uneasy i for it seemed as if Mr. Tooke 
was not going to lend him the money— or to give it, 
which was what he had hoped, while usiog the word 
" lend." 

** I am glad you asked me," continued Mr. Tooke ; 
** for people, whether they be men or boys, can usu- 
ally retrieve their afiairs when they have resolution to 
face their difficulties. There is no occasion to sa^ 
anything about how you got into debt. AVe must 
consider how you are to get out of it." 

" That is very kind indeed !" exclaimed Holt. 

**As to my lending you half-a-crown," continued 
Mr. Tooke, '* that would not be helping you out of 
debt ; for if you had had any prospect of being able 
to pay half-a-crown, you would not have needed to 
apply to me at aH." 

Holt sighed. Mr. Tooke went on. 

^* I can not give you the money. I have less to give 
away than I should like to have, for the sake of the 
poor people round us. I can not pay for a bet and 
school-fines while the children of our neighbors want 
clothes and fire." 

*** No, sir, certainly," said both the boys. 

" What do people do, all the world over, when they 
want money ?" asked Mr. Tooke. Holt looked puz- 
sled. Hugh smiled. Holt was hesitating whether 
to guess tnat they put into the lottery, or dig for 
treasure, or borrow from their friends, or what. Hav- 
ing always, till lately, lived in India, where Europeans 
are rather lazy, and life altogether is very languid, be 
did not see, as Hugh did, what Mr. Tooke could mean. 

'* When men come begging to our doors," said Mr. 
Tooke, *< what is the first question we ask them ?" 

Holt still looked puzzled, and Hugh laughed, say- 
ing, 

" Why, Holt, you must know very well. We ask 
them whether they can not get work." , 

"Work!" cried Holt. 

" Yea,'* said Mr. TooV^. ^^TVsAfesQQswtwl oncltf 
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of both of you work for what money ttey have ; and 
60 do I ; and so does every man among our neighbors 
who is satisfied with his condition. As far as I see, 
you must get the money you want in the same way.*' 

** Work !" exclaimed Holt again. 

"How is he to get work ?" asked Hugh. 

" That is where I hope to assist him," replied Mr. 
Tooke. " Are you willing to earn your half-crown. 
Holt ?" 

*♦ I don't know how, sir." 

" Widow Murray thinks she should have a better 
chance for a new lodger if her little parlor was fresh 
papered ; but she is too rheumatic to do it herself, and 
can not afford to engage a workman. If you like to try, 
under her directions, I will pay you as your wol^k de- 
serves." 

♦* But, sir, I never papered a^room in my life !" 

"No more had the best paper-hanger in London 
when he first tried. But if you do not like that work, 
what do you think of doing some writing. for me ? Our 
tables of rules are dirty, If you will make good 
copies of our rules for all the rooms in which they 
hang, in the course, of the holyday«, I will pay you 
half-a- crown. But the copies must be quite correct, 
and the writing good. I can -offer you one other 
choice. Our school library wants looking to. If you 
will put fresh paper covers to all the books that want 
covering, write the titles on the backs, compare the 
whole with the catalogue, and arrange them properly 
on the shelves, I will pay you half-a-crown." 

Holt's pleasure in the prospect of being out of 
debt was swallowed up in the anxiety of undertaking 
anything so new to him as work out of school. Hugh 
hurried him on to a decision. 

** Do choose the papering," urged Hugh. " I can 
help you in that, I do believe. I can walk that little 
way, to Widow Murray's; and I can poste the pa- 
per. Widow Murray will show you ho^ \» ^^ \\\ 
and it is veiy easy, if you once levm to '^ovckXSftft^'^ 
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tern. I found that, when I helped to paper the nur- 
sery closet at home." 

" It is an easy pattern to join," said Mr. Tooke. 

" There, now ! And that is the chief thing. If you 
do the library books, I can not help you, you kn(»w. 
And, remember, you will have two miles to walk each 
way ; four miles a day, in addition to the work." 

"He can sleep at Crof^on if he likes," said Mr. 
Tooke. 

" That would be a queer way of staying at Uncle 
Shaw's," observed Hugh. 

" Then there is copying the rules," said Holt 
<* I might do that here ; and you might help me if 
you liked." 

" Dull work !" exclaimed Hugh. " Think of copy- 
ing the same rules three or four times over! And 
then, if you make mistakes, or if you do not write 
clearly, where is your half-crown ? I don*t mean that 
I would not help you, but it would be the dullest 
work of all." 

Mr. Tooke sat patiently waiting till Holt had made 
up his mind. He perceived something that never en- 
tered Hugh's mind : that Holt's pride was hurt at the 
notion of doing workman's work. He wrote on a slip 
of paper these few words, and pushed them across 
the table to Holt, with a smile : 

« No debtor's hands are clean, however white they be : 
Who digs and pays his way — the true gentleman is he.'' 

Holt colored as he read, and immediately said that he 
chose the papering job. Mr. Tooke rose, tossed the 
slip of paper into the fire, buttoned up his coat, and 
said that he should let Widow Murray know that a 
workman woi&ld wait upon her the next morning, and 
that she must have her paste and brushes and scissors 
ready. 

*< And a pair of steps," said Hugh, with a sigh. 

" Steps, of course," replied Mr. Tooke. «* You wifl 
ibink it a pretty paper, 1 wu %\«^:' 
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* But, sir, she must quite understand that she is not 
at all obliged to us — that is to me," said Holt. 

" Certainly. You will .tell her so yourself, of 
course." 

Here again Holt's pride was hurt ; but the thought 
of being out of Meredith's power sustained him. 

When Mr. Tooke was gone, Hugh said to his com- 
panion, 

" J do not want you to tell me what Mr. Tooke wrote 
on that paper that he burned. I only want to know 
whether he asked you to choose so as to indulge me.'* 

** You ! O no ! there was not a word about you." 

"O! very well!" replied Hugh, not sure whether 
he was pleased or not. 

The next morning was so fine that there was no 
difficulty about Hugh's walking the short distance to 
the Widow Murray's ; and there, for three mornings, 
did the boys work diligently, till the room was pa- 
pered, and two cupboards into the bargain. Holt liked 
it very well, except for two things : that Hugh was 
sure he could have done some difficult corners better 
than Holt had done them, if he could but have stood 
upon the steps ; and that Widow Murray did so per- 
sist in thanking him, thai he had to tell her several 
times over that she was not obliged to him at all, be- 
cause he was to be paid for the job. 

Mr. Tooke came to see the work when it was done, 
and returned to Mr. Shaw's with the boys, in order to 
pay Holt his half-crown immediately, and yet so that 
the widow should not see. Hugh's eye followed Mr. 
Tooke's hand as it went a second time into his pock- 
et ; and he was conscious of some sort of hope that 
he might be paid something too. When no more sil- 
ver came forth he felt aware that he ought not to 
have dreamed of any reward for the help he had freely 
offered tq his companion : and he asked himselif 
whether his schoolfellows were altogether wrong in 
thinking him too fond of money ; and whet\\^x \v!&v9'a& 
altogether nght in having said that it vj^ls ^\xa\\R.^ \)toax 

13* 
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he cared for, and not money, when he had pressed his 
debtor hard. However this might be, he was very 
glad to receive his sixpence from Holt. As he put it 
in his inner pocket, he observed that this would be all 
the money he should have in the world when he should 
have spent his five shillings in fairings for nome. 

Holt made no answer. He had nothing to spend 
in th^ fair ; still less, anything left over. But he re- 
membered that he was out of debt — that Meredith 
would twit him no more — and he began to whistle, so 
light-hearted, that no amount of money could have 
made him happier. He only left ott' whistling to 
thank Hugh earnestly for having persuaded him to 
open his heart to Mr. Tooke. 



CHAPTER XIII. 

TRIPPlNe. 

When the day came for returaing to Crofton, Hugh 
would have left his crutches behind at his uncle's, so 
much did he prefer walking with the iittle light stick- 
leg he had been practising with for a fortnight. But 
his aunt shook her head at this, and ordered the 
crutches into the gig. He still walked slowly and 
cautiously, and soon grew tired ; and she thought he 
might, find it a relief at times to hop about on his 
crutches. They were hidden under the bed, how- 
ever, immediately on his arrival ; so anxious was 
he to make the least of his lameness, and look as like 
other boys as possible, both for Tooke^s sake and his 
own. When the boys had been all assembled for 
one day, and everybody had seen how little Proctor 
could walk, the subject seemed to be dropped, and 
nothing was talked of but the new usher. So Hugh 
said to himself; and he really thought that he had 
fully taken his place again as a Crofton boy, and that 
he should be let off all notice of his infirmity hence- 
forth, and all trials from it, except such as no one but 
himself need know of. He was even not quite sure 
whether he should not be a gainer by it, on the whole. 
He remembered Tooke*s assurances of protection 
and friendship ; he found Phil very kind and watch- 
ful : and Mrs. Watson told him privately that he was 
to be free of the orchard. She showed him the little 
door through which he might enter at any time, alone, 
or with one companion. Here he might read, or talk, 
and get out of sight of play that he could not share. 
The privilege was to be continued as Vow^ laa tio \xv\%- 
chief was done to anything within the oteVi'Mdk.. 'YVift 
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prospect of the hours, the quiet hours, the bright 
hours that he should spend here alone with Dale, de- 
lighted Hugh ; and when he told Dale, Dale liked the 
prospect too ; and they went together at the earliest 
opportunity, to survey their new domain, and plan 
where they would sit in spring, and how they would 
lie on the grass in summer, and be closer and closer 
friends for ever. 

I^olt was encouraged to hope that he should have 
his turn sometimes ; but he saw that, though Hugh 
cared more for him than before the holydays, he yet 
loved Dale the best. 

While Hugh was still in spirits at the thoueht that 
his worst trials were over, and the pleasure of his in- 
dulgences to come, he felt very complacent ; and he 
thought he would gratify himself with one more 
reading of the theme which he had written in the 
holydays — the theme which he had really believed 
Mr. Tooke might fairly praise— so great had been the 
pains he had taken with the composition, and so neat- 
ly was it written out. He searched for it in vain 
among his books and in his portfolio. Then he got 
leave to go up to his room, and turn over all his 
clothes. He did so in vain ; and at last he remem- 
, bered that it was far indeed out of his reach — in the 
drawer of his aunt^s work-table, where it had laio 
ever since she had asked him for it, to read to a ladj 
who had visited her. 

The themes would certainly be called for the first 
thing on Mr. Tooke^s appearance in school, at nine 
the next morning. The duties of the early morning 
would leave no one any time to run to Mr. Shawns 
then. If anybody went, it must be now. The first 
day was one of little regularity ; it was only just be- 
ginning to grow dusk ; any willing boy might be back 
before supper; and there was no doubt that leave 
would be given on such an occasion. So Hugh made 
bis way to the playground as fast as possible, and told 
bia trouble to his beat ^t\ft\i^^ \)aftx^^— Vi Phil, and 
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Holt« and Dale, and as many as happened to be 
within hearing. 

" Never mind your theme !" said Phil. "Nobody 
expected you to do one ; and you have only to say 
that you left it behind you." 

" It is not that," said Hugh. " I must show up 
my theme." 

" You canH, you know, if you have it not to show," 
said two or three, who thought this settled the 
matter. 

"But it is there: it is at my uncle*s, if any one 
would go for it,*' said Hugh, beginning to be agitated. 
" Go for it ?" exclaimed PhiL " What, in the dark 
— this freezing afternoon ?" 

"It is not near dark : it will not be dark this hour. 
Anybody might run there and back before supper." 

He looked at Dale, but Dale looked another way. 
For a moment he thought of Tooke's permission to 
appeial to him when he wanted a friend ; but Tooke 
was not within hearing; and he dismissed the 
thought of pointing out Tooke to anybody's notice. 
He turned away as Phil repeated that it was quite 
certain that there would be no bad consequences from 
his being unprovided with a theme, which was not 
one of his regular lessons. 

Phil was not quite easy, however; nor were the 
others who heard : and in a minute they looked round 
for Hugh. He was leaning his face upon his arms, 
against the orchard wall ; and when, with gentle force, 
they pulled him away, they saw that his face was 

bathed in tears. He sobbed out 

" I took such pains with that theme — all the hbly- 
days ! And I can't go for it myself." 

There were loud exclamations from many against 
Phil, against one another, and against themselves; 
and now everybody was eager to go. Phil stopped all 
who had started off, saying that it was his business; 
and the next moment, Phil was at Mr. TooVcT^ %Va^ 
door, asking leave of absence tiU sup^t. 
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'* fjittle Holt has been beforehand with you," sud 
Mr. Tooke. ** I refused him, however, as he is not 
80 fit as you to be out after dark. Off with you I" 

Before Phil returned, it struck Hugh that he had 
been very selfish ; and that it was not a good way of 
bearing his trial to impose on any one a walk of four 
miles, to repair a piece of carelessness of his own. 
Nobody blamed him; but he did not like to look io 
the faces round him, to ^ee what people thought 
When Phil returned, fresh and hungry from the 
frosty air, and threw down the paper, saying : 

" Tliere is your theme, and my aunt is very sony," 
Hugh said, 

*' O ! Phil, and I am so sorry too ! I hope you are 
not very tired." 

"Never mind!" replied Phil. "There is your 
theme." 

And with this Hugh was obliged to be satisfied ; 
but it left him exceedingly uncomfortable — sorry for 
Phil, disappointed in Dale, and much more disap- 
pointed in himself. The thought of what Holt had 
'wished to do was the only pleasant part of it ; and 
Hugh worked beside Holt, and talked with him all 
the evening. 

Hugh felt, the next morning, as if h« was never to 
have any pleasure from his themes, though they were 
the lesson he did best. This one was praised, quite 
as much as the former one ; and he did not this time 
tell anybody what Mr. Tooke had said about it: but 
the pleasure was spoiled by the recollection that his 
brother had run four miles on account of it, and that 
he iiimself must have appeared to others more selfisk 
than he thought them. He burned his theme, that he 
might the more easily forget all about it ; and the mo- 
ment after he had done so, Phil said he should have 
kept it, as other boys did theirs, for his parents to see. 

Mr. Crabbe was just such a master as it was good 
for the little boys to b^ under. He did not punish 
capriciously, nor ternfy t)a!eni>B^ %siY^CM>k%^«wft thao 
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hiB strietDess. Very stript he was; and he thus 
caused some fear every day : for Holt was backward, 
and not very clever ; and Hugh was still much less 
able to learn than most other boys. But all felt that 
Mr. Crabbe was not unreasonable, and they always 
knew exactly how much to be afraid of. Whether 
he had inquired, or been told, the story of Hugh*s 
lameness, they did not know. He said nothing about 
it, except just asking Hugh whether it tired him to 
stand up in class, saying that he might sit at the top 
or bottom of the class, instead of taking places, iif he 
chose. Hugh did find it rather fatiguing at first : but 
he did not like to take advantage of Mr. Crabbe's of- 
fer, because it so happened that he was almost always 
at the bottom of his classes ; and to have withdrawn 
from the contest would have looked like a trick to 
hide the shame, and might have caused him to be set 
down as a dunce who never could rise. He thanked 
Mr. Crabbe, and said that if he should rise in his clas- 
ses, and keep a good place for some time, he thought 
he should be glad to sit, instead of standing ; but 
meantime he had rather be tired. Then the feeling 
of fatigue went off before he rose, or saw any chance 
of rising. 

This inability to do his lessons so well as other boys 
was a deep and lasting grief to Hush. Though he 
had in reality improved much since he came to Crof- 
ton, and was now and then cheered by some proof of 
this, his general inferiority in this respect was such as 
to mortify him every day of his life, and sometimes 
to throw him almost into despair. He saw that ev- 
erybody pitied him for the loss of his foot, but not for 
this other trouble, while he felt this to be rather the 
worst of the two ; and all the more, because he was 
not sure himself whether or not he could help it, as 
every one else seemed certain that he might. When 
he said his prayer in his bed, he earnestly entreated 
that he might be able to bear the one trouh\ft^ ^M. \^^ 
delivered from the other; and Yrlaen^^ VNi^ v^ivci% 
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eame od, he was found by one friend or another lying 
on the grass with his face hidden, he was often pray- 
ing with tears for help in doing this duty, when ht 
was thought to be grieving that he could not play at 
leaping or foot-ball, like other boys. And yet, the 
very next evening, when the whole school were busy 
over their books, and there was nothing to interfere 
with his work, be would pore over his lesson without 
takihg in half the sense, while his fancy was straying 
everywhere but where it ought; perhaps to litde 
Harry or the Temple Gardens at home, or to Cape 
Horn, or Japan — some way farther off still. It ctid 
not often happen now, as formerly, that he forgot be- 
fore morning a lesson well earned over night. He was 
aware that now everything depended on whether he 
was once sure of his lesson ; but the difficulty was in 
once being sure of it. 

Finding Phil's kindness continue through the first 
weeks and months of the half-year, Hugh took cour- 
age at last to open his mind pretty freely to his broth- 
er, offering to do anything in the world for Phil, if he 
would only hear him his lessons every evening till he 
could say them perfect. Phil was going to plead that 
he had no time, when Hugh popped out, 

** The thing is that it does not help me to say them 
to just anybody. Saying them to somebody that I 
am afraid of is what I want.** 

" Why, you are not afraid of me ?" said Phil. 

" Yes, I am — ^rather." 

"What for?" 

" O, because you are older ; and you are o much 
more of a Crofton boy than I am— and you aire veiy 
strict — and altogether—" 

"Yes, you will find me pretty strict, 1 can teU 
you," said Phil, unable to restrain a complacent smile 
on finding that somebody was afraid of him. " Well, 
we must see what we can do. I will hear you to- 
night, at any rate.** 
Between his feelingft o( Vvodoi^aa^ "uArK^ ^^tifica- 
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tion of his vanity, Phil found himself able to hear hiB 
brother's lessons every evening. He was certainly 
very strict, and was not sparing of such pushes, jog- 
gings, and ridicule, as were necessary to keep Hugh 
up to his work. These were very provoking some- 
times ; but Hugh tried to bear them, for the sake of 
the gain. Whenever Phil would condescend to ex- 
plain, in fresh words, the sense of what Hugh had to 
learn, he saved trouble to both, and the lesson went 
off quickly and easily ; but sometimes he would not 
explain anything, and soon went away in impatience, 
leaving Hugh in the midst of his perplexities. There 
was a chance, on such occasions, that Firth might be 
At leisure, or Dale able to help : so that, one way and 
another, Hugh found his affairs improving as the 
spring advanced ; and he began to lose his anxiety, 
and to gain credit with the usher. He also now and 
then won a place in his classes. 

Toward the end of May, when the trees were full 
of leaf, and the evenings sunny, and the open air de- 
licious, quite up to bedtime, Phil became persuaded", 
very suddenly, that Hugh could get on by himself 
now ; and it was not fair that he should be helped ; 
and that it was even hurtful to him to rely on any one 
but himself. If Phil had acted gradually upon this 
conviction, withdrawing his help by degrees, it might 
have been all very well : but he refused at once and 
decidedly to have anything more to -do with Hugh's 
lessons, as he was quite old and forward eilough now 
to do them by himself. This announcement threw 
his brother into a state of consternation not at all favor- 
able to learning ; and the next morning Hugh made 
several blunders. He did the same every day that 
week ; was every afternoon detained from play to 
learn his lessons again ; and on the Saturday morning 
(repetition day^ he lost all the places he had gained, 
and left off at tiie bottom of every class. 

What could Mr. Crabbe suppose but that a sudden 
fit of idleness was the cause of tlus i^Yvii%\)^^'\ \x 

14 
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appeared so to him, and to the whole school ; and poor 
Hugh felt as it* there was seom in every eye that 
looked upon his disgrace. He thought there could 
not be a boy in the school who did not see or hear 
that he yras at the bottom of every class. 

Mr. Cr^bbe always desired to be just ; and he now 
gave Hugh the opportunity of explaining, if he had 
anything to say. He remained in the school-room 
after the boys had left it, and asked Hugh a question 
or two. But Hugh sobbed and .cried so bitterly that 
he could not speak so as to be understood ; and he 
did not wish to explain, feeling that he was much 
obliged to Phil for his former help, and that he ought 
not to complain to any master of its being now with- 
drawn. So Mr. Crabbe could only hope that next 
week would shew a great difference, and advise him 
to go out with the test this afternoon, to refresh him- 
self for a new effort. 

Hugh did not know whether he had not rather have 
been desired to stay at home than go out among so 
many who considered him disgraced. It really was 
hard (though Holt stood by him, and Dale was his 
companion, as usual), to bear the glances he saw, and 
the words that camfe to his ear. Some boys looked 
to see how red his eyes were : some were surprised 
to see him abroad, and hinted at favoritism because he 
was not shut up in the school-room. Some asked 
whether he could say his alphabet vet ; and others 
whether he could spell "dunce." The most cruel 
thing of all was to see Tooke in particularly high 
spirits. He kept away from Hugh ; but Hughes eye 
followed him from afar, and saw that he capered and 
laughed, and was gayer than at any time this half 
year. Hugh saw into his heart (or thought he did) 
as plain as he saw to the bottom of the clear Stream 
in the meadows, to which they were bound for their 
afternoon's sport. 

<* I know what Tooke' is feeling," thought he. 
'' He is pleased to see me lowered^ as long as it is not 
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his doing* He is sorry to see me suffer by my lame- 
ness ; because that hurts his conscience : but he is 
pleased to see me wrong and disgraced, because that 
relieves him of the feeling of being obliged to me. 
If I were now to put him in mind of his promise, to 

stand by me, and protect me 1 declare I will 

it will stop his wicked joy it will make him re- 
member his duty." 

Ds^le wondered to see Hugh start off, as fast as he 
could go, to overtake the foremost boys who were 
just entering the meadow, and spreading themselves 
over it. Tooke could, alas ! hke everybody else, go 
faster than Hugh ; and there was no catching him, 
though he did not seem to see that anybody wanted > 
him. Neither could he be made to hear, though 
Hugh called him as loud as he could shout. Holt 
was so sorry to see Hugh hot and agitated, that he 
made no objection to going after Tooke, though he 
was pretty sure Tooke would be angry with him. 
Holt CQuld run as fast as anybody, and he soon caught 
the boy he was pursuing, and told him that little 
Proctor wanted him very much indeed, that very mo- 
ment. Tooke sent him about his business, saying 
that he could not come ; and then immediately pro- 
posed brook-leaping for their sport, leading the way 
himself over a place so wiae, that no lesser boy, how- 
ever nimble, could follow. Holt came running back, 
shaking his head, and showing that his errand was in 
vain. Tooke was so full of play that he could think 
of nothing else ; which was a sname. 

" Ah ! and you little know," thought Hugh, ** ho# 
deep a shame it is." 

With a swelling heart, he turned away, and went 
toward the bank of the broader stream which ran 
through the meadows. Dale was with him in a mo- 
ment, very sorry for him, because everybody else was 
at brook-leaping, the sport that Hugh had loved so 
well, last autumn. Dale passed his arm round Hu^b.*« 
neck, and asked where they should gaX ^h^ X^XS. ^\»i^k^ 
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—where they could best hide themselves, so that no- 
body should come and tease them. Hugh wished to 
thank his friend for this ; but he could not speak di- 
rectly. They found a pleasant place among the flow- 
ering reeds on the bank, where they thought nobody 
would see them ; and having given Holt to under- 
stand that they did not want him, they settled them- 
selves for their favorite amusement of story- telling. 

But Hugh's heart was too full and too sick fot even 
his favorite amusement ; and Dale was perhaps too 
sorry for him to be the most judicious companion He 
could have at such a time. Dale agreed that the 
boys were hard and careless ; and he added that it was 
particularly shameful to bring up a boy's other faults 
when he was in disgrace for one. In the warmth of 
his zeal, he told how one boy had been laughing at 
Hugh's conceit about his themes, when he had shown 
to-day that he could not go half through his syntax ; 
and how he had heard another say that all that did not 
signify half so much as his being mean about money. 
Between Hugh's eagerness to hear, and Dale's sym- 
pathy, five minutes were not over before Hugh had 
heard every charge that coukl be brought against his 
character, and knew that they were all circulating 
this very afternoon. In his agony of mind, he de- 
clared that everybody at Crofton hated him — that he 
could never hold up his head there — that he woald 
ask to be sent home by the coach, and never come 
near Crofton again. 

Dale now began to be fiightened, and wished he 
had not said so much. He tried to make light of it ; 
but Hugh seemed disposed to do something decided ; 
to go to his Uncle Shaw's, at least, if he could not 
get home. Dale earnestly protested against any such 
idea, and put him in mind how he was respected by 
everybody for his bravery about the loss of his foot. 

"Respected? Not a bit of 'it!'* cried Hugh. 
•* Tbey none of them remember ; they don't care a 
bit about it." 
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Dale was sure they did. 

**I tell you they don't. I know they don't. 1 
know it for certain ; and I will tell you how I know. 
There is the very boy that did it — the very boy that 
pulled me from the wall— O I if you knew who it 
was, you wordd say it was a shame !" 

Dale involuntarily sat up, and looked back, over the 
tops of the reeds, at the boys who were brook- 
leaping. 

** Would you like to know who it was that did it, 
Dale ?" 

"Yes: if you fiked to tell; but— And if he 
treats you ill, after the way you used him, he can not 

expect you should consider him so ^Besides, I am 

your best friend : and I always tell you everything !" 

"Yes; that you do. And he has treated me so 
shamefully to-day \ And I have nobody to speak to 
that knows. You will promise never — never to tell 
anybody, as long as you live." 

" To be sure," said Dale. 

"And you won?t tell anybody that I have told 
you." 

" To be sure not." 

*♦ Well, then, '' 

Here there was a rustling among the reeds which 
startled them both, with a sort of guilty feeling. It 
was Holt, quite out of breath. 

" I don't want to interrupt you," said he, " and I 
know you wish I would not come : but the others 
made me come. The biggest boys lay that the 
second, siae can't jump the brook at the willow 
stump ; and the second-size boys want Dale to try. 
They made me come. I could not help it." 

Hugh looked at Dale, with eyes which said, as 
plainly as eyes could speak, " You will not go— 
you will not leave me at such a moment ?" 

But Dale was not looking at his face, but at the 
clusters of boys beside the brook* He said, 

" You will not mind my going, \\xa\. fex qt^^ \«»V 

14* 
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It will, hardly take a minute. I shall not stay for t 
game. But I must have just oue leap.*' 

Aud he was off. Holt looked afler him, and then 
toward Hugh, hesitating whether to go or stay. Hugh 
took no notice of him ; so he went slowly away, and 
Hugh was left alone. 

He was in an extreme perturbation. At the fin* 
moment, he was beyond measure hurt with Dale 
He did not think his best friend would have so re 
minded him of his infirmity, and of his being a re 
straint on his companions. He did not think any 
friend could have left him at such a moment. Thee 
it occurred to him. 

** What then am I ? If Dale was selfish, what was 
I ? I was just going to tell what would have pointed 
out Tooke to him for life. I know as well as can be 
that it was all accident his pulling me off the wall ; 
and yet I was.going to bring it up against him; and 
for the very reason why I should not — because he has 
not behaved well to me. I was just going to spoil 
the only good thing I ever did for anybody in my.life. 
But it is spoiled — completely spoiled. I shall never 
be able to trust myself again. It is all by mere acci- 
dent that it is not all over now. If Holt had not come 
that very instant, my secret would have been out, and 
I could never have got it back again ! I could never 
have loolied Tooke in the face any more. I don't 
know that I can now ; for I am as wicked as if I had 
told." 

Dale came back presently, farming himself with his 
cap. As he plunged into the reeds, and threw him- 
self down beside Hush, he cried, 

** I did it ! I took the leap, and came off with my 
shoe soles as dry as a crust. Ah ! th^y are wet now; 
but that is with another leap I took for sport. I told 
you I should not be long gone. Now for it ! Who 
did it?" 

" I am not going to tell you, Dale — ^not now, nor 
ewer,'' 
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'^MThy, that is too bad! 1 am sure I stay beside 
you often enough, when the others are playing : you 
need not grudge me this one leap — ^when the boys 
sent for me, too." 

** It is not that, Dale. You are very kind always in 
staying beside me ; and I do not wish that you should 
give up play, for my sake, half so much as you do. 
But I was very, very wrong in meaning to tell you that 
secret. I should have been miserable by this time if 
T had." 

** But you promised. You must keep your prom- 
ise. What would all the boys say, if I told them you 
had broken your promise?" 

** If they knew what it was about, they would de- 
spise me for ever meaning to tell — not for stopping 
short in time. That was only accident, however. But 
my secret is my own still." 

Dale's curiosity was so strong, that Hugh saw how 
dangerous it was to have tantalized it. He had to re- 
mind his friend of Mr. Tooke's having put all the boys 
upon honor not to inquire on this subject. This 
brought Dale to himself; and he promised never again 
to urge Hugh, or encourage his speaking of the mat- 
ter at all. They then went to story-telling; but it 
would not do to-day. Hugh could not attend ; and 
Dale could not invent, while there was no sympathy 
in his hearer. He was presently released, for it struck 
Hugh that he should like to write to his mother, this 
rery afternoon. His heart was heavy, and he wanted 
to tell her what was in it. Mr. Crabbe gave him leave 
to go home ; and Dale was in time for plenty more 
plav. 

Hugh had the great school-room all to himself; and 
as the window before his desk was open, he had the 
pleasure of the fresh air, and the smell of the blossoms 
from the orchard, and the sound of the waving of the 
tall trees in the wind, and the cawing of the rooks as 
the trees waved. These things all made kiav ^w^s^ 
scribbling away to his moiher, as 'W^W *at«i.^vck%'^«s» 
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mind grow easier'as he went on. Besides, he had noi 
to care for the writing: ; for he had met Mr. Tooke by 
the church, and had got his leave to send his letter 
without anybody's looking at it, as he had something 
very particular to say. He wrote, 
" Dear Mother, 

" It is Saturday afternoon, and I have come home 
from tl|(e meadows before the rest, to tell you some- 
thing that has made me very uneasy. If I had told 
anybody in the world who pulled me off the wall, it 
should and would have been you — that night after it 
happened : and I am afraid I should have told you, if 
you had not prevented it: for I find I am not to be 
trusted when I am talking with anybody I love very 
much. I have not told yet: but I should have told 
Dale, if Holt had not run up at the very moment. It 
makes me very unhappy — almost as much as if I had 
let it out : for how do I know but that I may tell a 
hundred times over in my life, if I could forget so soon? 
I shall be afraid of loving anybody very much, and 
talking with them alone, as long as I live. I never felt 
the least afraid of telling till to-day; and you can not 
think how unhappy it makes me. And then, the thing 
that provoked me to tell was that boy's being surly to 
me, and glad that I was in disgrace this morning, for 
doing my lessons badly all this week — the very thing 
that should have made me particularly careful how I 
behaved to him ; for his prulling me off the wall wM 
only accident, after all. Everything has gone wrong 
to-day; and I am very unhappy, and I feel as if 1 
should never be sure of anything again ; and so I write 
to you. You told me you expected me not to fail; 
and you see I have ; and the next thing is that I must 
tell you of it. 

" Your affectionate son, 

"Hugh Proctor. 

**P.S. Phil has been "very kind about my lessons, 
dlJ this week, [intcrlined'\N<fVLetv\kfc\\%a\ife%^v\N^>rjliiisy. 
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"P.S. If you should answer this, please put * pri- 
vate' outside, or at the top ; and then Mr. Tooke will 
not read it, or anybody. But I know you are very 
busy always ; so I do not quite expect an answer.'* 

"When the letter Was finished and closed, Hugh felt 
a good deal relieved : but still not happy. He had 
opened his heart to the best friend he had in this world : 
but he still felt grievously humbled for the present, and 
alarmed for the future. Then he remembered that he 
might seek comfort from a better Friend still ; and 
that He who had sent him his trial could and would 
help him to bear it, with honor as well as with pa- 
tience. As he thought of this, he saw that the boys 
were trooping home, along the road, and he slipped 
out, and into the orchard, where he knew he might be 
alone with his Best Friend. He stayed there till the 
supper bell rang ; and when he came in, it was with, 
a cheerful face. He was as merry as anybody at sup- 
per; and afterward he found "his lessons more easy to 
him than usual. The truth was that his mind was 
roused by the conflicts of the day. He said his les- 
sons to Phil (who found time to-night to hear him) 
without missing a word. When he went to bed, he 
had several pleasant thoughts. His secret was still 
his own (though by no merit of his); to-morrow was 
Sunday — likely to be a bright, sweet May Sunday^ 
his lessons were quite ready for Monday ; and possi- 
bly there might be a letter from his mother in the 
course of the week. 

Mrs. Proctor was Jn the midst of her Monday morn- 
ing's business (and Monday ftiorning was the busiest 
of the week), when she received Hugh's letter. Yet 
she found time to answer it by the very next post. 
When her letter was handed to Hugh, with the seal 
unbroken, because * private' was written large on the 
outside, he thought she was the kindest mother that 
ever was, to have written so soon, and to have minded 
all his wishes. Her letter was, 
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•* Dear Hugh, 

" There was nothing in your letter to surprise me 
at all ; for I believe, if all our hearts were known, it 
would be found that we have every one been saved 
from doing wrong by what we call accident. The 
very best people say this of themselves, in their thanks- 
givings to God, and their confessions to one another. 
Though you were very unhappy on Saturday, I am 
not sorry that these things have happened, as I think 
you will be the safer and the wiser for them. You 
say you never till then felt the least afraid of telling. 
Now you know the danger; and that is a good thing. 
I think you will never again see that boy (whoever he 
may be), without being put upon your guard. Still, 
we are all sadly forgetful about our duty ; and, if I 
were you, I would use every precaution against such 
a danger as you have escaped — it ifiakes me tremble 
to think how narrowly. If I were you, I would en- 
gage any friend I should become intimate with, the 
whole time of being at school, and perhaps afterward, 
never to say a word about the accident — or, at least, 
about how it happened. Another way is to tell me 
your mind, as you have done now ; for you may be 
sure that it is my wish that you should keep your se- 
cret, and that I shall always be glad to help you to 
do it. 

"But, my dear boy, I can do but little in compari- 
son with the best Friend you have. He can help you 
without waiting for your confidence— even at the veiy 
instant when you are tempted. It is he who sends 
these veiy accidents (as'we call them) by which you 
have now been saved. Have you thanked him for 
saving you this time V And will you not trust in his 
help henceforward, instead of supposing yourself safe, 
as you now find you are not ? If you use his strength, 
I feel that you will not fail. If you trust your own 
intentions alone, I shall never feel l^ure of you for a 
single hour, nor be certain that the companion yon 
love best may not be -yoxxt 'woxtx «ii«av^^\siVst«aluii^ 
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down your self-command. But, as you say you were 
very unhappy on Saturday, I have no doubt you did 
go for comfort to the right Friend, and that you were 
happier on Sunday. 

** Your sisters do' not know that I am writing, as I' 
consider your letter a secret from everybody but your 
father, who sends his love. You need not show this 
to Phil; but you can give him our love. Your sisters 
are counting the days to the holydays ; and so are 
some older members of tlie family. As for Harry, 
he shouts for you from the yard every day, and seems 
to think that every shout will bring nearer the happy 
time when Phil and you will come home. 
** Your affectionate mother, 

"Jane Proctor." 

Hugh was, of course, very glad of this letter. And 
he was glad of something else — that he had done the 
very things his mother had advised. He had engaged 
Dale not to tempt him on this subject any more. He 
had opened his heart to his mother, and obtained her 
help; and lie had sought a better assistance, and a 
higher comfort still. It was so delightful to have such 
a letter as this, to be so understood and aided, that he 
determined to tell his mother all his concerns, as long 
as he lived. When, in the course of the holydays, he 
told her so, she smiled, and said she supposed he 
meant as long as she lived ; for she was likely to die 
long before he did. Hugh could not deny this ; bat 
he never liked to think of it: he always drove away 
the thought ; though he knew, as his mother said, 
that this was rather cowardly, and that the wisest and 
most loving people in the world remembered the most 
constantly and cheerfully that friends must be parted 
for a while, before they can Inre together for ever 






CHAPTER XIV. 

HOLT AND HIS H£LP. 

Nothing more was beard by Hugb, or any one 
else, of Lamb^s debt. Tbe creditor himself chose to 
say nothing about it, so much was he annoyed at be- 
ing considered fond of money : but he was sure that 
Lamb's pockets were filled, from time to time, as he 
was seen eating good things in by-corners when every- 
body knew that his credit with his companions, and 
with all the neighboring trades-people, was exhausted. 
It was surprising that anybody could care so much 
for a shilling*s worth of tarts or fruit as to be at the 
trouble of any concealment, or of constantly getting 
out of Hughes way, rather than pay, and have dons 
with it. When Lamb was seen munching or skulk- 
ing, Firth sometimes asked Hugh whether he had got 
justice yet in that quarter: and then Hugh laughed; 
and Firth saw that he had gained something quite as 
good — a power of doing without it good-humoredlyi 
from those who were so unhappy as not to understand 
or care for justice. 

In one respect, however, Hugh was still within 
Lamb*s power. When Lamb was not skulking, he 
was much given to boasting; and his boasts were 
chiefly about what a great man he was to be in India. 
He was really destined for India; and his own opin- 
ion was that he should have a fine life of it there, rid- 
ing on an elephant, with a score of servants always 
about him, spending all his mornings in shooting, and 
all his evenings at dinners and balls. Hugh did not 
care about the servants, sport,' or dissipation ; and he 
did not see why any one should cross the globe to 
enjoy things like these, VT\L\c\iXQ\^t.h^ kad at home. 
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But it did make him sigh to think that a lazy and ig- 
Dorant boy should be destined %o live among those 
mountains, and that tropical verdure of which he had 
read — to see the cave- temples, the tanks, the prodi- 
gious rivers, and the natives and their ways, of which 
his imagination was full, while he must stay at home, 
and see nothing beyond London, as long as he lived. 
He did not grudge Holt his prospect of going to In- 
dia ; for Holt was an improved and improving boy, 
and had, moreover, a father there whom he loved very 
much : but Hugh could never hear Lamb's talk about 
India without being ready to cry, 

" Do you think," he said to Holt, " that all this is 
true ?" 

*' It is true that he is to go to India. His father has 
interest to get him out. But I do not believe he will 
like it so well as he thinks. At least, I know that my 
father has to work pretty hard — ^harder than Lamb 
pver worked, or ever will work." 

** O dear I I wish I could go and do Xhe work ; 
and I would send all the money home to him (except 
just enough to live upon), and then he might go to 
dinners and balls in London, as much as he liked, and 
I could see the Hindoos and the cave-temples." 

** That is another mistake of Lamb's — about the 
quantity of money," said Holt. ** I do not believe any- 
body in India is so rich as he pretends, if they work 
ever so hard. I know my father works as hard as 
anybody, and he is not rich ; and I know the same 
of several of his friends. So it is hardly likely that 
such a lazy dunce as Lamb should be rich, unless he 
has a fortune here at home ; and if he had that, I do 
not believe he would take the trouble of going so far, 
to suffer by the heat." 

" I should not mind the heat," sighed Hugh, " if I 
could go. You must write to me. Holt, all about In- 
dia. Write me the longest letters in the world ; and 
tell me everything you can think of about th« \l'^^lv)«9&^ 
and Juee:emaut'8 Car." 

15 
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*< That I will, if you like. But I am afraid that 
would only make you long the more to go — like read- 
ing Voyages and Travels. How I do wish, though, 
that you were going^ with me by-and-by as you lei 
me go home with you these holydays !" 

It was really true that Holt was going to Londoa, 
these holydays. He was not slow to acknowledge 
that Hugh's example had put into him some of the 
spirit that he had wanted, when he came to Crofton, 
languid, indolent, and somewhat spoiled, as little boys 
from India are apt to be ; and Hugh, for his part, saw 
now that he had been impatient and unkind toward 
Holt, and had left him forlorn, after having given him 
holies that they were to be friends and companions. 
They were gradually becoming real friends now ; and 
the faster because Holt was so humble as not to be jeal- 
ous of Hugh*s still liking Dale best. Holt was satisfied 
to be liked best when Dale could not be had ; and as 
this was the case in the Midsummer holydays, he was 
grateful to be allowed to spend them with the Proctors. 

Hugh was so thankful for his father's kindness in 
giving him a companion of his own age, and so pleased 
to show Holt little Harry, and the leads, and the riv- 
er, and his shelf of books, and Covent Garden Mar 
ket, and other wonders of London, that any unpleas- 
ant feelings that the boys had ever enteftained toward 
each other were quite forgotten, and they grew more 
intimate every day. It touched Hugh's heart to see 
how sorry Holt was for every little trial that befell 
him, on coming home, altered as he was. Agnes her- 
self did not turn red oftener, or watch more closely 
to help him than Holt did. Hugh himself had to tell 
him not to mind when he saw the shop-boy watching 
his way of walking, or little Harry trying to limp like 
him, or Susan pretending to find fault with him, as 
she used to do, as an excuse for brushing away her 
tears. Holt was one of the first to find out that Hugh 
liked to be sent errands about the house, or in the 
neighborhood ; and \l NV^a )qa NvVko ^ii^tnVxK^ the tam- 
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ily of /it, though at first they could not understand or 
believe it at all. When they saw, however, that 
Hugh, who used to like that his sisters should wait 
upon him, and to be very slow in moving from his 
book, even at his mother's desire, now went up stairs 
and down stairs for everybody, and tried to be more 
independent in his habits than any one else, they began 
to think that Holt knew Hugh's mind better than 
even they, and to respect and love him accordingly. 

There was another proof of friendship given by 
Holt, more difficult by fat ; and in giving it, he showed 
that he really had learned courage and spirit from 
Hugh, or in some other way. He saw that his friend 
was now and then apt to do what most people who 
have an infirmity are prone to — to make use of his 
privation to obtain indulgences for himself, or as an 
excuse for wrong feelings ; and when Holt could not 
help seeing this, he resolutely told his friend of it. 
No one else but Mrs. Proctor would see or speak the 
truth on such occasions ; and when his mother was 
not by, Hugh would often have done selfish things 
unchecked, if it had not been for Holt. His father 
pitied him so deeply, that he joked even about Hugh's 
faults, rather than give him present pain. Phil thought 
he had enough to bear at Croflon, and that everybody 
should let him alone in the holydays. His sisters 
humored him in everything : so that if it had not been 
for Holt, Hugh might have had more trouble with his 
faults than ever, on going back to Crofton. 

*' Do you really and truly wish not to fail, as you 
gay, Hugh?" asked Holt. 

" To be sure." 

"Well, then, do try not to be cross." 

** I am not cross." 

" I knovv you think it is low spirits. I am not quite 
sure of that : but if it is, would not it be braver not to 
be in low spirits ?" 

Hugh muttered that that was fine talkiagfor ^^qa^% 
that did not know. 
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"That is true, I dare say ; and I do not believe 1 
should be half as brave as you : but I should like to 
•ee you quite brave." 

" It is a pretty thing for you to lecture me, when I 
got down those books on purpose for you — those Voy- 
ages and Travels. And how can I look at those same 
books now, and not—" 

Hugh could not go on, and he turned away his head. 

"Was it for me?" exclaimed Holt, in great con- 
cern. "/Then I am very sorry. I will carry them to 
Mrs. Proctor, and ask her to put them quite away till 
we are gone back to Crofton." 

"No, no. Don't do that. I want them," said 
Hugh, finding now that he had not fetched them down 
entirely on Holt's account. But Holt took hira at 
his words, and carried the books away, and succeeded 
in persuading Hugh that it was better not to look at 
volumes which he really almost knew by heart, and 
every crease, stain and dog's ear of which brought up 
fresh in his mind his old visions oT foreign travel and 
adventure. Then, Holt never encouraged any con- 
versation about the accident with Susan, or with Mr. 
Blake, when they were in the shop; and he never 
pretended to see that Hugh's lameness was any reason 
why he should have the best of their places in the 
Haymarket Theatre (where they went once), or be 
the chief person when they capped verses, or played 
other games round the table, in the evenings at home. 
The next time Hugh was in his right moods, he 
was sure to feel obliged to Holt ; and he sometimes 
said so. 

" I consider you a real friend to Hugh," said Mrs. 
Proctor, one day, when they three were together. "1 
have dreaded seeing my boy capable only of a short 
trial of courage; bearing pain of mind and body well 
.while everybody was sorry for him, and ready to 
praise him ; and then failing in the long trial after- 
Ifrard. When other people are leaving off being sorry 
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for him, you <LODtinue your concern for him, and still 
remind him not to fail/* 

" Would not it be a pity, ma'am," said Holt, ear- 
nestly, ".would it not be a pity for him to fail when 
he bore everything so well at first, and when he helped 
me so that I don't know what I should have, done 
without him ? He made me write to Mr. Tooke, and 
so got me out of debt ; and a hundried times, I am 
sure, the thought of him and his secret has put spirit 
into me. It y^ould be a pity if he should fail without 
knowing it, for want of somebody to put him in mind. 
He might so easily think he was bearing it all well, as 
long as he could talk about his foot, and make a joke 
of being lame, when, all the while, he might be losing 
his temper in other ways." 

** Why, how true that is !" exclaimed Hugh. *• I 
was going to ask if I was ever cross about being lame : 
but I know I am about other things, because I am 
worried about that, sometimes." 

**It is so easy to put you in mind," continued Holt; 
" and we shall all be so glad if you are bra^e to the 
▼ery en d " 

** I will," said Hugh. **^Only do you go on to put 
me in mind—" 

** And you will grow more and more brave, too," 
observed Mrs. Proctor to Holt. 

Holt sighed ; for he thought it would take a great 
deal of practice yet to make him a brave boy. Other 
people thought he was getting on very fast. 



CHAPTER XV. 

CONCLUSION. 

The longer these two boys were together, the more 
they wished that they could spend their lives side by 
side ; or, at least, not be separated by half the globe. 
Just before the Christmas holydays, some news arrived 
which startled them so much that they could hardly 
speak to one another about it for some hours. There 
was a deep feeling in their hearts which disposed 
them to speak alone to the Ruler of their lives, before 
they could even rejoice with one another. When 
they meditated upon it, they saw that the event had 
come about naturally enough ; but it so exactly met 
the strongest desire they had in the world, that if a 
miracle had happened before their eyes, they could 
not have*been more struck. 

Holt's father wrote a letter to Mr. Proctor, which 
reached its destination through Mr. Tooke*s hands : 
and Mr. Tooke was consulted in the whole matter, 
and requested by Mr. Proctor to tell the two boys and 
Phil all about it. These three were therefore called 
into Mr. Tooke*s study, one day, to hear some news. 

The letters which Mr. Tooke read were about 
Hugh. Mr. Holt explained that his son's best yean 
were to be spent, like his own, in India ; that his own 
experience had made him extremely anxious that his 
son should be associated with companions whom he 
could respect and love ; and that he had long resolved 
to use such interest as he had in bringing out only 
such a youth, or youths, as he could wish his son to 
associate with. He mentioned that he was aware 
that ooe lad now at Crofton was destined for India— 
" That is Lamb," wVAsp^t^d. xVi^ ho^s to each other* 

But that he did nollie«t ol ^kj Ix^sfA^^c^^ ^wasAx 
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or likely to be formed with advantage between his son 
and 4his young gentleman. 

" No, indeed !" muttered Holt. 

There was one boy, however, Mr. Holt went on to 
say, to whom his son seemed to be attached, and con-* 
coming whom he had related circumstances which 
inspired a strong interest, and which seemed to afford 
an expectation of an upright manhood following a 
gallant youth. 

Here all the boys reddened, and Hugh looked hard 
at the carpet. 

This boy had evidently a strong inclination for 
travel and adventure ; and though his lameness put 
military or naval service out of the question, it might 
not unfit him for civil service in India. If Mr. Tooke 
could give such a report of his health, industry, and 
capability, as should warrant his being offered an ap- 
' pointment, and if his parents were willing so to dis- 
pose of him, Mr. Holt was anxious to make arrange- 
ments for the education of the boys proceeding to- 
gether, in order to their being companions in their 
voyage and subsequent employments. And then fol- 
lowed some account of what these arrangements 
were to be. 

" Now, Proctor," said Mr. Tooke to the breathless 
Hugh, "you must consider what you have to say to 
this. Your parents are willing to agree, if you are. 
But if," he continuod« with a kind smile, " it would 
make you very unhappy to go to India, no one will 
force your inclinations." 

" O, sir I" said Hugh, ** I will work very hard— I 
will work as hard as ever I can, if I may go." 

"Well: you may go, you see, if you will work 
hard. You can . consider it quietly, or talk it over 
with your brother and Holt ; and to-morrow you are 
to dine at your uncle*s, where you will meet your 
father ; and he and you will settle what to write to 
Mr.^Holt, by the next ship." 
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** And you, sir," said Phil anxiously — " Mr. Holt 
asks your opinion." 

** My opinion is that your brother can be what he 

pleases. He wants some inducement to pursue his 

' learning more strenuously than he has done yet—*' 

** I will, sir. I will indeed," cried Hugh. 

** I believe you will. Such a prospect as this will 
be an inducement, if anything can. You are, on the 
whole, a brave boy ; and brave boys are not apt to be 
ungrateful to God or man; and I am sure you think 
it would be ungrateful, both to God and man, to re- 
fuse to do your best in the situation which gratifies 
the first wish of your heart." 

Hugh could not say another iHrord. He made his 
lowest bow, and went straight to his desk. As the 
first-fruits of his gratitude, he learned his lessons 
thoroughly well that night : much as he would have 
liked to spend the time in dreaming. 

His father and he had no difficulty in settling what 
to write to Mr. Holt ; and very merry were they to- 
gether when the business was done. In a day or 
two, when Hugh had had time to think, he began to 
be glad on Tooke's account : and he found an oppor- 
tunity of saying to him one aay, 

*^ 1 never should have gone to India if I had not 
lost my foot ; and I think it is well worth while losing 
my foot to go to India." 

" Do you really ? or do you say it because ^*' 

** I think so really." And then he went off into 
such a description as convinced Tooke that be was in 
earnest, though it was to be feared that he would be 
disappointed by experience. But then again, Mr. 
Tooke was heard to say that one chief requisite for 
success and enjoyment in foreign service of any kind, 
was a strong inclination for it. So Tooke was con 
soled, and easier in mind than, for a whole year past. 

, Hugh was able to keep his promise of working 
bard. Both at CToCloii ^xid •«! the India College, 
where his educatiou was femjitkfc^,\kfc ^\\)l^v^>«%^<;^ 
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successfully; and when he set sail with his compan- 
iou, it was with a heart free from all cares but one. 
Partuig from his family was certainly a great grief; 
and he could not forget the last tone he had heard 
from Agnes. But this was his only sorrow. He 
was at last, on the wide sea, and going to Asia. Holt 
was his dear friend. He had left none but well-wish- 
ers behind. His secret was his^own (though, in- 
deed, he scarcely remembered that he had any secret^, 
and he could not but be conscious that he went out 
well prepared for honorable duty 
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